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Suzanne  Hedderly 


Aubade  (Amores  I.  13) 


Beyond  the  sea  comes  she,  the  golden  one, 

Whose  frosty  axles  draw  the  sun: 
Whither  fUes  Aurora?  yet  remain 

(By  th'annual  birds  for  Memnon  slain); 
My  lady's  tender  arms  have  me  so  pressed, 

Who  never  so  well  joined  my  breast; 
Now  cool  the  breeze,  now  undisturbed  our  slumbers. 

Trills  the  lark  her  tenuous  numbers, 
Yet  whither  fUeth?  harsh  to  nymphs  and  swains; 

With  rosy  fingers  check  those  reins! 
All  night  the  sailor  heeds  his  guiding  star. 

Yet  come  the  sun  he  wanders  far; 
The  weary  pilgrims  rise  when  you  appear; 

The  knight  resumes  his  fighting  gear; 
Now  see  the  restless  shepherds  guard  their  flocks; 

The  crooked  yolk  enslaves  the  ox; 
Betray  our  boys  from  sleep  to  venial  pedants. 

Who  wield  the  whip  to  teach  obedience. 
Yourself  do  send  the  barmen  to  the  court. 

That  they  might  pick  one  word  apart; 
Hateful  both  to  chent  and  attorney. 

Each  must  rise  to  face  new  Htigy. 
You,  as  they  to  weaving  yield  their  rest. 

The  busy  girls  at  dawn  protest. 
Yet  I  endure:   but  who  that  lovers  rise? 

(Save  him  by  whom  no  lover  lies!) 
How  oft  I  wish  the  Night  would  once  defy  you. 

The  fleeing  stars  your  course  deny  you; 
May  your  axles  by  a  blast  be  broken. 

Your  horses  by  a  cloud  be  choken! 
Whither  fleest  thou,  jealous  one? 

Whose  black  breast  bore  the  tawny  son. 
Oh  that  Tithonos  all  your  tricks  would  tell! 

(Heaven  knows  no  baser  belle.) 
You  that  ancient  Tithonos  scorning 

Mount  your  chariot  in  the  morning. 
But  were  your  arms  around  some  Cephelus, 

You  might  be  more  generous; 
Why  punish  me  for  droopy  Tithonos'  bed? 

I  never  sold  your  maidenhead. 
See  where  Luna  lies  with  young  Endymion 

(And  you  more  fair  than  anyone!) 
Prohfic  Jove  to  hide  his  love  from  you 

In  a  single  night  accomplished  two: 
I  quit;  she  heard,  and  blushing  proved  her  shame. 
But  still,  as  ever,  rose  Aurora's  flame. 


Roger  D.  Scott 


Degas 

My  Dear  Degas, 

how  you  impress  upon  me 

the  nature 

of  a  woman 

standing  fully  exposed 

with  long  hair  dangling  down; 

and  beneath  her  uphfted  arm: 
one  hanging  breast. 

Randall  Kirby 


Necessities 


Alone  she  sat  by  the  fire 
Warming  her  feet;  her  hands 
Vainly  trying  to  warm,  to  enliven 
The  part  of  her  no  one  understands: 
Her  desire  to  be  needed  by  someone. 


Parker  A.  Curlee 


Late  Nights 

Orbs  half-closed  with  a 
Quivering  liquid  glaze 
Twist  the  light  of  a 
Canned  Monologue  sound; 
Reaching  for  a  flushed  drink 
Reflecting  an  identic  quip, 
And  up  again 
Straightening  the  covers. 

S.  M.  Newman 
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Montine  Jordan 
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Dawn  Fox 


Mind  Gears 


I  have  waited  too  long.  No  thoughts  recorded. 
My  outside  life  forever  lost  between  these  pages. 
You,  being  gone.  Far  from  me.  No  thoughts  recorded. 
Cast  to  the  winds  and  breezes  playing  within 
me.  Losing  myself  to  them.  Forgetting  my  need 
to  remember  them.  So  many  unfruitful  days  why. 
I  know  now-reluctance  to  remember  them. 
Work  and  play,  no  fruitful  day.  No  good-doings. 
Laziness  and  sobbing  nights  and  wet  pillows 
and  you  alone  and  me  waiting  to  be  there. 
Alas,  alack,  I  want  you  back.  Toosh.  Wherebegone, 
Woebegone  sits  the  dream  amid  pillars  of  salt. 
Turn  back  your  gaze  and  find  me  crystalized. 
Wanting  you  dissolved  within  me.  Forlorn, 
lonely  me.  Singing  songs  on  radios,  making  them 
my  own.  Me  singing,  you  Hstening.  Needing  to 
touch  elbows,  knees,  windpipes,  small  of  backs, 
stomachs.  Thinking  encounter  groups  of  you 
and  me  searching  to  find  one  another.  Desper- 
ate reaching.  Mint-flavored  hands.  Thinking 
Walt  Whitman.  All-night  encounter  of  type- 
writer keys  and  erasures  and  staples  and 
coffee  rings  on  clean  white  crisp  paper.  Taped 
words  that  made  you  lonely  and  me  angry  for 
sending  my  voice  to  you  and  you  letting 
others  hear  me.  Silly  words.  Short,  hand -written 
letters.  Your  name  at  their  closings  and  me 
knowing  only  that  for  now.  Poshley.  Clockwork 
Orange  which  I'll  never  read  and  psychology 
papers  book  reports  which  you  despise.  I 
have  to  write.  What  else  is  lost  in  words  will 
be  found  here  hopefully.  FalHng  drowsily. 


(cont.) 


U 


Cavernous  sleep  sending  me  deep.  Waking, 
thinking  it  morning.  Finding  cold  coffee  and 
things  left  undone  and  another  boring  letter 
ready  to  be  postmarked.  Cars  splitting  rain- 
drops on  the  street.  Slosh,  mish.  Up  and 
down  traveling.  Where  must  they  be  going.  I 
am  here  going  nowhere  and  my  tea  hes 
bitter  in  my  mouth  and  where  my  love  are 
you  when  touching  seems  so  important?  Aching 
hand.  Amorous  me. 

Debbie  Dawson 


Elegy 


They  lie  amazed  along  the  awry  lanes. 

What  still  remains:   as  if  their  former  motion 
Had  been  refined,  as  offshore  nets  the  ocean, 

By  those  virile  vines  that  twine  as  veins; 
Dehver  us  as  these  the  grave  restrains, 

Whose  race  won  through  the  rude  commotion 
Florid  tendrils  make  of  bees'  devotion 

To  fruition  after  random  summer  rains. 

Roger  Scott 
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Bill  Leighty 


Suzanne  Hedderly 
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Your  Little  Fool 


Daddy,  I've  forgiven  you, 
After  all  these  years 
Of  watching  your  bottle 
Break  into  tears 
On  mom's  face. 

When  you  played  vampire, 
I  loathed  your  strength. 
You  sucked  her  blood 
Until  she  was  too  weak 
To  leave  you. 

I  tried  to  set  you  strait- 
I  always  try. 
You  laughed  in  my  face 
And  held  me,  in 
Incestuous  embrace. 
Your  little  fool. 


You  loved  me  more 
Than  the  rest,  because 
I  hated  you  more 
Than  the  rest  cared  to. 
I  cared  a  lot. 

Daddy,  forgive  my  youth, 
Perhaps  I'll  always  be 
The  little  fool  who  cares 
Enough  to  notice  that 
You've  always  done  your  best. 

Anonymous 


Crow  I,  II 


I 


n 


she  knows  of  the  ground  birds 
and  those  that  pretend  their  needs 
and  those  she  feeds 
and  throws  to  squirrels  her  seeds 
and  goes  by  me  and  looks  up. ..yes, 
she  knows  of  my  dark  deeds 


your  crow  is  that  one 

the  higher  one 

kill  that  one 

don't  let  him  call  to  that  other  one. 

now  set  your  gun 

Shannon  Elder 
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Where  are  the  angels  Jacob  did  behold 
As  Heaven  opened,  showing  him  the  way, 
The  ladder  bridging  earth  and  fate  foretold; 
Where  are  the  beings  sent  to  raise  the  clay? 

Gideon  cast  the  altar  Baal  down 

And  caused  the  heathen  lords  of  Midian 
To  flee,  for  one  adorned  with  sacred  crown 
Visited  him  and  spoke  of  saving  Man. 

Today,  the  only  angels  are  of  Old 

Charhe,  the  gilded  calves  of  stage  and  screen. 
Somatic  cherubim  are  bought  and  sold: 
No  glorious  rays,  only  bodies  lean. 

Descend,  Uriel,  seraphim  of  light, 

And  cast  away  this  drowsy,  starving  night. 


Robert  Graves 


Sonnet 


It  matters  not  what  lovely  dreams  have  come 
To  play  upon  imagination's  eyes 
In  velvet  nights  before  the  blist'ring  sun 
Appears  to  wipe  away  the  coal-black  skies. 
It  matters  not  what  precious  hopes  the  heart 
Has  held  within  its  silent,  ruby  walls. 
Or  thoughts  the  mind  has  safely  kept  apart. 
And  locked  beneath  the  mesh  of  daylight's  calls. 
It  matters  only  that  the  sun  arise. 
And  that  her  bright  and  flaming,  greedy  arms 
Embrace  and  wake  our  sleepy  minds  and  eyes. 
And  drive  away  the  pleasant  dreaming  charms. 
And  so  we  lock  away  our  dreams  and  fight 
Another  day  so  we  may  claim  its  night. 

Debbie  Hewitt 
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Dawn  Fox 


Tom  Taylor 
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To  a  Friend  on  His  Twenty-First  Birthday 

I  try  my  song  The  scale  rocks 

To  bellow  and  bloom  beneath  Toward  spring,  too;  its  creak  catches  our  ear 

October's  double  sign,  rising  As  one  hand  plays  the  string,  and  another 

To  the  sun's  night  face,  to  Pirouettes  her  pen.  Hark,  my  brother 

You,  In  song  and  season,  to  the  sound 

As  the  sap  runs  down,  in  hopes  Of  our  days  passing;  but  yet, 

That  this  flower  of  sounds  Hush  the  crying  chords,  and 
Tilts  your  scale,  Listen 

Mirror-mutter  a  witching  month's  message.  To  the  rings  that  round  a  tree  wind  into 
We  are  in  strength; 

The  blooming  business,  you  And,  even  nearer,  hear  the  yawning  years 

And  I,  despite  Patter  back  into  the  memory's  mind, 

Our  autumnal  moon's  moan  that  knocks  That  fertile  field  of  fresh  song. 
The  leaves  to  a  blood-flecked, 

Golden-glorious,  Beth  Gately 

Death. 


Thoughts 

When  I  hear  the  gentle  breeze  it  will  be 

the  shallow  breath  of  my  love  next  to  me  asleep. 

When  I  see  the  sun  it  will  be  her  face, 
for  she  is  the  light  in  my  heart. 

When  I  see  the  rain  fall  it  will  be  her  tears, 
and  I  will  cry  for  her  sadness. 

When  I  see  a  young  child  I  will  smile,  for 

she  too  fills  my  heart  with  such  joyful  youth. 

When  I  sleep,  I  will  dream  of  her  and  the  next  time  we  meet, 
and  the  future  we  will  have; 

For  while  we  arc  apart  she  is  everything 
to  me,  everytiiing  I  see. 

S.  M.  Newman 
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anchor  that  pleads 

in  dagger-bled  baptismals 
that  grates  the  god-earth  gashed 

and  stirs  my  clay  in  blurred  sand-swirl 
like  crumb Ung  toast 
buoys  in  water-born  blood 
triblade  cross 

the  dearth  hook 
claws 
and  gnaws,  the  salmon  fends 

in  plastilene  fins  that  bleed 

and  stain 
a  facsimile 
cleft  for  me 
rock  of  ages 

a  fissured  stone 
an  anchor 


Martha  D.  Hodge 


I  am  still  waiting  for  Ferlinghetti 
Still  waiting  for  Eliot 

to  lose  his  religion  again; 
Waiting  for  Ginsberg  to  stop  Howling 

and  I'm  waiting  for  Ignato  to  die. 

Should  I  become  a  confessionist  if  I'm  already  not 

Like  Sexton  and  Plath; 
Should  I  start  the  strip  and  talk  of  my 

Penis? 
Why  should  I  be  nervous  at  me? 
I  should  tease  my  body  on  paper, 
Rollers  of  ink  making  quarterlies  of  my  mind; 
Would  you  be  interested  in  my  scrotum  and  shaft? 


S.  M.  Newman 
20 


21 


Ellen  Jagiello 


Suzanne  Hedderly 
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An  Interlude: 
The  Temptation  of  Mankind, 

in  the  manner  of 
Fifteenth  Century  Moral  Drama 


Reason.     Praise  Almighty  God,  Founder 

and  Beginner, 
Who  on  this  world  made  all  manner  of 

creature, 
And  sent  His  Son,  the  most  wise 

counselor. 
To  purge  Mankind  of  his  most  odious 

feature: 
That  is,  his  wiUingness  to  succumb  to 

temptation. 
God's  law  will  Mankind  find  needs  to 

corrupt. 
For    this    I    was   sent,   for    Mankind's 

salvation; 
I   am  Reason;  on  logic  I   have  often 

supped. 
In  order  to  ascend  to  the  glorious  seat 
Mankind  must  follow  the  guide  that  is 

Reason. 
By  my  lead  Mankind  will  defeat 
The    deadly    Sins   encountered    in  his 

earthly  season. 
If  Mankind  should  forsake  me  in  his 

great  folly, 
Eternal  ruin  would  be  his  fate. 
In  Lucifer's  kingdom  he  will  be, 
And  sin  shall  him  obhterate. 

Mankind.   We  need  God's  blessings  for  our 

weakness. 
For  our  flesh,  at  times,  is  frail. 
To  Reason  we  must  leave  access. 
Or  our  souls  will  eternal  wail. 
From  the  dust  and  clay  I  am  sprung. 
Just  as  good  Father  Adam  was  conceived 
In  the  songs  of  miracles  that  are  sung. 
Which,  by  the  faith,  I  have  believed. 
My  name  is  Mankind;  I  am  torn 
'Twixt   the   flesh   and  the   soul;  each 
wants  control. 
The  body  is  a  dunghill  in  which  I  was 

born. 
Without  Reason  I  will  lose  my  soul. 
Ah,  there  is  a  goodly  man  there; 
Perhaps  he  can  help  my  troubled  mind. 
For  he  looks  thoughtful  and  has  a  right 

divine  air. 


If  it  is  my  fortune,  it  is  Reason  I  shall 

find. 
Hail,  seemly  Father,  I  pray  your  support 
In  my  quest  to  avoid  temptation. 

Reason.  Welcome,  Mankind,  Jesu  send  you 

good  comfort. 
I  am  Reason,  the  one  you  seek  in  your 

tribulation. 
With  my  guidance  you  will  discern 
The  difference  betwixt  virtue  and  vice. 
For   we    will  encounter   those  whose 

hearts  burn 
To   lead  you  astray  and  question  my 

advice. 
He  who  forsakes  Reason  and  does  not 

repent 
Is  bst  to  the  grace  of  the  Lord  Almighty. 
Sins  will  arise;  to  tempt  is  their  intent. 
Seeking    to    cleave    you    from    God's 

bounty. 
Beware,  Mankind,  one  comes  of  whom 

I  speak. 
He  will  flatter  you  with  his  guile. 
And  presume  to  be  what  it  is  you  seek. 
Disregard    him,  and  likewise   his  new 

style. 

Pride.   Marry,  what  manner  of  men 
Do  not  know  who  is  coming  in, 
And  do  not  show  proper  style? 
One  so  noble,  you  dare  revile? 
Why  does  no  one  welcome  me? 
Know  you  not  of  my  property 
And  followers  who  praise  my  name? 
I,  who  brought  King  Saul  to  shame. 
My  name  is  Pride,  but  Worship  is  the 

new  guise 
To  those  who  see  wherein  my  power 
lies. 

Mankind.       Thanked    be   God,   for   here 
salvation    be. 
Many   a    cleric,   in    many   a    church 
Said  Come  to  Worship,  or  die,  to  me. 
So,  good  Master,  thus  ends  our  search. 
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Reason.    Nay,  it  but  lengthens  and 

stretches. 
Do  not  put  your  faith  in  this  fop 
Who  leads  astray  unwitting  wretches 
That  fall  by  the  wayside,  all  covered 

with  slop. 

Pride.  I  beshrew  you,  when  of  garbage  you 

speak, 
That  of  the  same,  may  you  eternal  reek. 
But  of  you,  good  Man,  much  have  I 

heard. 
Why  do  you  travel  with  one  hke  this 

turd? 
You  should  be  flanked  by  princes  and 

earls, 
And    not   be  joined  with   knaves  and 

churls. 

Reason.      Listen  not   to  this  ranting  and 

raving 
Of  one  who  has  not  a  civil  tongue  in  his 

head; 
But  Usten  to  your  poor  soul's  craving, 
For  the  eternal  bliss  to  which  you  be 

led. 

Pride.    Such  talk  of  pie-in-the-sky. 
Of  kiss-my-ass  until  you  die. 
Look  to  me,  good  sir,  and  see 
What  it  is  to  have  luxiu"y. 
Ay,  to  one  of  so  noble  a  race 
I  can  give  gold  and  fine  lace. 
These  clothes  that  I  wear. 
To  the  ones  I  give  you,  cannot  compare. 

Reason.   Get  thee  hence,  foul  heretic. 
The  robes  you  now  display  so  gaudily. 
Moths  will  soon  chew  and  lick. 
In  hke  manner,  your  lace  will  be  torn, 

eventually. 
Your  gold,  with  time,  will  all  be  lost; 
Your  riches  no  longer  keep  you  company. 
Off  Jesu's  roll  your  name  be  crossed: 
Come  Judgement,  you,  like  the  gold, 

shall  be  lost  to  memory. 

Mankind.     By  the  rood,  be  gone,  hateful 

flatterer. 
Reason  has  shown  me  your  ploy. 
Your  sight  disgusts  me,  wretched  cur. 
For  you  stand  betwixt  me  and  Eternal 

Joy. 

Pride.    Now,  I  depart,  but  first  let  me  say. 
More  persuasive  than  me  shall  come 
your  way. 
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Reason.   Pride  is  chief  of  all  Deadly  Sins, 
And  in  his  wake  he  will"send  others. 
They  will  lure  you  in  with  their  hellish 

dins. 
This  warning  goes  to  all,  even  the  Lord 

Carruthers. 

Gluttony.     I  say,  sirs,  this  seems  a  jolly 

place. 
It  seems  fit  for  to  bloat  my  face. 
Ah,  food,  in  my  belly  it  can  send 
Its  music  forth  from  either  end. 
My  appetite  is  never  satisfied; 
My  thirst  for  strong  drink  I  do  not  hide. 
Four  times  a  day  I  make  repast. 
And  long  hours  each  I  cause  to  last. 
By  now  you  may  know,  by  what  has 

passed  my  Up, 
That  I  am  called  by  the  name  of  Good 

Fellowship. 

Reason.      \   trow,  good  fellow,  that  you 
beheve 
There  are  such  fools  in  this  company. 
Who,  seeing  your  manners,  can  conceive 
That  you  are  other  than  Gluttony. 

Gluttony.    By  my  fay,  you  have  a  tongue 
That   could  talk  a  dog  into  eating  its 

dung. 
But  I  think  you  could  put  it  to  better 

use 
By  running  it  along  the  bung  of  a  goose. 
Enow  of  you,  my  most  stately  knave; 
Your  withered  friend  must  I  save. 
For  he  looks  as  if  he  were  a  ghost. 
Nary  a  morsel  has  he  eaten,  not  even 

the  Host. 
Here  is  all  manner  of  food  and  drink. 
Eat  your  fill,  Mankind,  'fore  you  sink. 

Mankind.     Your  words  seem  true.  Good 
Fellowship; 
I  trow  I  shall  feast  'til  I  reach  satiation. 

Reason.     Listen  not  to  these  words  that 
delay  our  trip. 
They  serve  to  distract  from  our 

destination. 
A  full  stomach  causes  the  soul  to  delay, 
And  to  contemplate  the  body's  well- 
being. 

Mankind.     You  speak  the  truth  in  every 
word  that  you  say, 
And  with  that  truth,  the  temptation  is 
fleeing. 

(cont.) 


Reason.    Nay,  it  but  lengthens  and 

stretches. 
Do  not  put  your  faith  in  this  fop 
Who  leads  astray  unwitting  wretches 
That  fall  by  the  wayside,  all  covered 

with  slop. 

Pride.  I  beshrew  you,  when  of  garbage  you 

speak, 
That  of  the  same,  may  you  eternal  reek. 
But  of  you,  good  Man,  much  have  I 

heard. 
Why  do  you  travel  with  one  Uke  this 

turd? 
You  should  be  flanked  by  princes  and 

earls. 
And   not   be  joined  with   knaves  and 

churls. 

Reason.      Listen  not   to  this  ranting  and 

raving 
Of  one  who  has  not  a  civil  tongue  in  his 

head; 
But  listen  to  your  poor  soul's  craving. 
For  the  eternal  bliss  to  which  you  be 

led. 

Pride.    Such  talk  of  pie-in-the-sky. 
Of  kiss-my-ass  until  you  die. 
Look  to  me,  good  sir,  and  see 
What  it  is  to  have  luxury. 
Ay,  to  one  of  so  noble  a  race 
I  can  give  gold  and  fine  lace. 
These  clothes  that  I  wear. 
To  the  ones  I  give  you,  cannot  compare. 

Reason.   Get  thee  hence,  foul  heretic. 
The  robes  you  now  display  so  gaudily, 
Moths  will  soon  chew  and  lick. 
In  hke  manner,  your  lace  will  be  torn, 

eventually. 
Your  gold,  with  time,  will  all  be  lost; 
Your  riches  no  longer  keep  you  company. 
Off  Jesu's  roll  your  name  be  crossed: 
Come  Judgement,  you,  like  the  gold, 

shall  be  lost  to  memory. 

Mankind.     By  the  rood,  be  gone,  hateful 

flatterer. 
Reason  has  shown  me  your  ploy. 
Your  sight  disgusts  me,  wretched  cur. 
For  you  stand  betwixt  me  and  Eternal 

Joy. 

Pride.    Now,  I  depart,  but  first  let  me  say, 
More  persuasive  than  me  shall  come 
your  way. 
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Reason.   Pride  is  chief  of  all  Deadly  Sins, 
And  in  his  wake  he  will"send  others. 
They  will  lure  you  in  with  their  hellish 

dins. 
This  warning  goes  to  all,  even  the  Lord 

Carruthers. 

Gluttony.     I  say,  sirs,  this  seems  a  jolly 

place. 
It  seems  fit  for  to  bloat  my  face. 
Ah,  food,  in  my  belly  it  can  send 
Its  music  forth  from  either  end. 
My  appetite  is  never  satisfied; 
My  thirst  for  strong  drink  I  do  not  hide. 
Four  times  a  day  I  make  repast. 
And  long  hours  each  I  cause  to  last. 
By  now  you  may  know,  by  what  has 

passed  my  Up, 
That  I  am  called  by  the  name  of  Good 

Fellowship. 

Reason.      \   trow,  good  fellow,  that  you 
beUeve 
There  are  such  fools  in  this  company, 
Who,  seeing  your  manners,  can  conceive 
That  you  are  other  than  Gluttony. 

Gluttony.   By  my  fay,  you  have  a  tongue 
That   could  talk  a  dog  into  eating  its 

dung. 
But  I  think  you  could  put  it  to  better 

use 
By  running  it  along  the  bung  of  a  goose. 
Enow  of  you,  my  most  stately  knave; 
Your  withered  friend  must  I  save. 
For  he  looks  as  if  he  were  a  ghost. 
Nary  a  morsel  has  he  eaten,  not  even 

the  Host. 
Here  is  all  manner  of  food  and  drink. 
Eat  your  fill,  Mankind,  'fore  you  sink. 

Mankind.     Your  words  seem  true,  Good 
Fellowship; 
I  trow  I  shall  feast  'til  I  reach  satiation. 

Reason.     Listen  not  to  these  words  that 
delay  our  trip. 
They  serve  to  distract  from  our 

destination. 
A  full  stomach  causes  the  soul  to  delay. 
And  to  contemplate  the  body's  well- 
being. 

Mankind.     You  speak  the  truth  in  every 
word  that  you  say, 
And  with  that  truth,  the  temptation  is 
fleeing. 

(cont.) 
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Gluttony.  I  take  my  leave,  I  take  my  flight; 
But  another  will  try  your  appetite. 

Reason.  You  must  keep  tight  rein  on  your 

eyes, 
For  the  next  will  tempt  through  that 

sense. 
Let  her  not  draw  you  near  to  her 

thighs, 
But  put  your  faith  in  sweet  abstinence. 

Lust.     Why  speak  you  thus  of  his  bodily 

need. 
To  go  about  and  spread  his  seed? 
By   my  trow,  do   I  tell;  many  have  I 

known. 
Many  have  come,  and  many  have  sown. 
When  I  call,  so  I  am  told, 
All  is  forgotten,  even  the  soul. 
Lust  is  my  name,  but  now-a-day 
Love  is  the  word  with  which  I  play. 

Mankind.     By  Cock's  bones,  good  coun- 
selor, 
The   Scriptures  say  I  should  love  my 
neighbor. 

Reason.       Do   not   Usten   to    these    vain 
thoughts   of   Lust. 
She   is   the   one    who   destroyed 

Tristan. 
In    this    whore    put   not    your   trust. 
But  for  her  Gomorrah  would  still  stand. 

Lust.    Gomorrah  was  razed,  but  Mankind 
is  hfted. 
Of  his  manhood  I  shall  soon  be  gifted. 

Mankind.     By  the  Saints,  the  feeling  has 
indeed  bestirred; 
But  how  do  you  know  this  has  occurred? 

Lust.    If  it  please  you,  I  know  quite  well. 

Reason.    Lord,  may  she  burn  in  the  fires 
of  Hell. 

Lust.      What  need  of  fire,  for  this  poor 

lass? 
Who  already  has  a  steaming  hot  ass. 
Now,  I  call  Mankind  to  put  out  the 

fire 
Caused   by   the   raving  of  our  bodies' 

desire. 

Mankind.      It  is  a  hard  choice  to  make, 
'twixt  you  and  her. 
But  with  Love  I  must  go,  most  gracious 
sir. 


Reason.  Lust  has  bUnded  you  so;  you  do 
not  see 

The  true  nature  of  the  harlot's  plan. 

She  has  profaned  God's  work  with 
audacity, 

And  laid  low  the  life  of  this  mortal  man. 

No  longer  will  my  power  hold  sway. 

Mankind  will  not  listen  to  my  prohibi- 
tion. 

Most  Heavenly  Father,  to  you  I  pray 

For  your  virtuous  justice:  divine  inter- 
vention. 

Chastity.      The   prayers  of  Reason  have 

brought  us  hence. 
Mankind  has  bowed  to  mortal  sin; 
He  has  rejected  Reason  and  let  tempta- 
tion in; 
He  has  succumbed  to  his  animal  sense. 
Just  as  Amnon  lusted  after  Tamar, 
Forsaking  me  for  the  pleasures  of  the 

world, 
Absalom's  vengeance  against  him  was 

hurled. 
So  Mankind  will  be  tried  'fore  the  High 

Altar. 
Know  who  stands  before  thee,  Mankind, 
I  am  Chastity,  a  most  righteous  virtue. 
I  am  known  by  the  clerics  whom  I  imbue 
With  the  quaUties  which  will  lead  to  the 

divine. 
Put  away  thy  bodily  craving; 
Conquer  temptation   by  the  heavenly 

grace; 
Send  this  sin  back  to  its  hellish 

place; 
Consider  the  hymns  which  the  Choir 

shall  sing! 

Mankind.    I  now  see  the  path  of  truth  by 

your  advice, 
And  also  I  see  the  error  of  sensation. 
I  must  put  away  from  myself  this  vice; 
But  how  shall  I  obtain  a  consolation? 
In  God's  presence  I  may  not  appear. 
So    my    shade    will    be    cast    into    the 

Dreaded  Hole. 
God's  wrath  I  failed  to  heed  and  fear. 
Now,  I  fear  the  loss  of  my  soul! 
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Mercy.    Arise,  my  precious  redempt  son! 
Thy  soul  is  in  my  keeping. 
Repentence  is  necessary  for  salvation. 

For  all  have  sinned  of  the  human 
nation. 

The  Almighty  will  forgive  this  trans- 
gressing. 

Call  on  my  name:     ask  for  Mercy. 

Humble  thyself  before  Jesu  the  Son. 

Expose  thy  faihngs,  and  do  not  shun 

The  throne  where  sits  the  Trinity. 

Mankind.      Flee,  wanton,  you  steal  my 
sight. 
Alas,  your  seduction  has  led  me  astray. 
My  path  has  erred.  I  have  lost  my  way 
To  the  Justice  of  God.  the  Holy  Light. 

Mercy.   Fear  not,  Mankind,  the  way  is  not 
forbidden 
To  him  who  will  give  repentence 
And  ask  for  Mercy  to  lighten  the  sentence. 
And  take  away  the  trace  of  sin. 

Mankind.  I  heed  your  advice,  most  vener- 
able nun. 

To  beware  the  temptations  of  the  earth. 

Which  have  accosted  me  since  my  birth. 

I  commit  my  soul  to  the  Father.  Ghost, 
and  Son. 


Reason.     Thanked  be  God,  in  that  fine 

company 
Mankind  will  not  wander  from  the  path. 
My  power  over  the  body  lacks  the 

authority 
Of  the  virtues  divine  to  quell  God's 

wrath. 
Man  has  seen,  Uke  the  Preacher,  that 

all  is  vanity. 
Salvation  belongs  to  him,  for  he  has  seen 
That  he  must  reject  and  forget  the  body. 
That  prison  of  flesh  in  which  he  has 

been. 
Awaken,  friends,  and  thank  our  Maker, 
Who  is  endowed  with  such  measures  of 

patience 
That  he  suffers  to  live  the  most  ardent 

sinner. 
If  that  sinner  doth  make  sincere  repent- 
ence. 
In  God's  grace  only  should  you  believe. 
With  this  advice,  I  now  take  my  leave. 
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The  Last  Minute 

At  the  last  minute  you  always 
think  of  so  many  things  you  wish 
you'd  said  and  done  times  you 
wish  you'd  been  more  giving 
and  there's  this  last  frenzied 
panic  to  cramp  all  those  things 
in  so  you  won't  be  sorry  after  you've 
gone 

And  you  always  somehow  fail 

completely  or  think  you  do 

when  all  that  pent  up  emotion 

surfaces  and  spills  over 

and  you  always  want  them  to  know 

how  much  you  care 

but  you're  too  goddam  embarassed  (even) 

though  the  time  is  visibly  evaporating, 

and  your  words  seem  to  stumble 

over  each  other  more  awkwardly 

more  flagrantly  inept  as  Departure 

nears 

Here  it  is 

the  last  minute 

and  all  anyone  can  do  is  exchange 

the  same  old  promises  that  they 

are  really  going  to  write  this  time 

the  point  of  crises  weUing  up  in  your  breast 

threatening  exposure 

I  think  on  my  deathbed 
i  will  still  hear  the  hollow  drone 
of  jet  transport  wait  for  that 
sudden  feeling  of  weightlessness 
as  you  leave  Earth  behind  you 
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and  there  you  are,  looking  back 
This  afternoon  i  will  be  halfway 
around  the  world. 

And  all  i  can  do  is  sit  here 

watching  the  time  slip  past 

dreading  the  first  hints  of  dawn 

while  a  cock  crows  traitorously 

somewhere  in  the  distance 

Straining  to  think  of  something 

to  say  when  the  last  minute 

finally  sneaks  up  that  will  be  remembered 

and  you're  grasping  for  words  and  unprepared 

just  like  you  always  are  even  though 

you've  known  this  was  coming  ever 

since  a  long  time  ago  and  knew  all  this  time 

but  there  you  are  just  the  same 

feehng  like  the  world  is  crumbling 

upon  your  shoulders  like  dandruff 

and  all  those  well-rehearsed  words 

it  took  you  so  long  to  think  of 

just  aren't  there  just  like  your  composure 

that  you've  been  practicing  all  morning 

But  finally  you  have  to  turn  around 
and  tell  your  legs  to  walk  you  out 
the  door 

and  your  whole  jet-set  image  just  falls 
apart  and  your  nose  is  running 

Then  there's  that  last  quick 
grasping  of  hands  and  shoulders 
and  wiping  away  of  salty  tears 
you  swore  you  wouldn't  have 
and  really  didn't  think  you  would 
but  there  they  are  anyway  like  always 
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and  there  you  are,  looking  back 
This  afternoon  i  will  be  halfway 
around  the  world. 

And  all  i  can  do  is  sit  here 

watching  the  time  shp  past 

dreading  the  first  hints  of  dawn 

while  a  cock  crows  traitorously 

somewhere  in  the  distance 

Straining  to  think  of  something 

to  say  when  the  last  minute 

finally  sneaks  up  that  will  be  remembered 

and  you're  grasping  for  words  and  unprepared 

just  like  you  always  are  even  though 

you've  known  this  was  coming  ever 

since  a  long  time  ago  and  knew  all  this  time 

but  there  you  are  just  the  same 

feeUng  like  the  world  is  crumb hng 

upon  your  shoulders  hke  dandruff 

and  all  those  well-rehearsed  words 

it  took  you  so  long  to  think  of 

just  aren't  there  just  like  your  composure 

that  you've  been  practicing  all  morning 

But  finally  you  have  to  turn  around 
and  tell  your  legs  to  walk  you  out 
the  door 

and  your  whole  jet-set  image  just  falls 
apart  and  your  nose  is  running 

Then  there's  that  last  quick 
grasping  of  hands  and  shoulders 
and  wiping  away  of  salty  tears 
you  swore  you  wouldn't  have 
and  really  didn't  think  you  would 
but  there  they  are  anyway  hke  always 
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You  stop  just  before  you're 

out  of  sight  turn  again 

and  try  to  figure  out  if  they're  as  upset  as 

you  are  in  that  brief  second  of  final 

hand  waving  turn  abruptly 

and  walk  bravely  out  as  though 

it  wasn't  hard  at  all 


And  then  your  whole  chest  caves  in 

and  you're  all  wet 

blurred  housewives  are  giving  you  sympathetic 

glances  and  your  annoyance  makes  it 

a  little  easier  to  sit  up  straight 

though  you're  still  overwhelmed  by  that 

sudden  utterly  destroying 

loneliness  that  engulfed  you  the  moment 

you  turned  your  back  and  walked 

away 

After  a  long  time 
a  kind  of  numbness  takes  over 
and  you  are  not  aware  of  your 
surroundings  anymore  feeling  the  torn 
and  useless  kleenex  in  your  right  hand 
which  is  somehow  soothing  and  note  your 
rotten  performance  though  you  kept 
the  sob  level  down  pretty  well 
which  has  now  subsided  to  deep  sighs 
and  a  horrible  pit  in  your  stomach 
pretty  soon  you  start  thinking  about 
writing  one  of  those  letters  you  were 
talking  about  which  goes  very  ago- 
nizingly slowly  as  your  vocabulary 
and  intellect  continue  to  fail  you  though  not 
as  badly  as  before  but 
later  you  read  the  letter  over  and 


(cont.) 
35 


throw  it  away  because  it's  too  embarassing 

because  it  said  all  those  things 

that  you  were  so  desperately  trying  to  find 

some  way  to  verbalize 

at  the  last  minute 

So  anyway  the  sun  is  rising 

early  this  morning  because  everything 

is  named  Judas  on  this  day 

and  pretty  soon  i'll  have  to  mobihze 

myself  to  do  the  packing  that  i  saved  for 

the  last  minute  like  always 

And  already  i'm  starting  to  get  that 
tremor  in  my  chest 
swelling  of  the  throat 

And  i  wonder  how  i  go  through  this  every  single  time 
without  it  getting  any  easier 

And  how  it  actually  seems  harder 

And  i'm  trying  to  think  of  something  to  say 

to  make  up  for  all  the  time  i  didn't  spend  with  you 

And  i'm  trying  to  think  of  something  to  say 
that  you  will  remember  after  i'm  gone. 

Jeanette  Smith 
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Dawn  Fox 
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glancing  out  the  window,  I  saw  her  come 
without  a  purpose,  to  play  among  the  trees 
darting  in  and  out,  rustling  the  leaves 
which  gather  round  her  shadow. 

her  socks  mismatched,  her  hair  let  down, 
she  slightly  smiled  while  teasingly 
she  chased  a  squirrel,  and  turned  around 
to  find  it  gone. 

so  close  she  seemed  as  if  I  knew  her; 
quite  familiar  were  her  jests 
of  play,  which  went  much  deeper 
than  a  child's. 

she  twirled  herself  in  violent  circles, 
grabbed  the  bark,  and  sank  down  low 
and  observed  all  sides  to  watch  for  strangers, 
should  they  chance  to  interfere. 

tugging  at  the  grass,  she  managed  to 
uproot  a  plot,  and  form  a  pile  of  soft,  green  herb 
where  she  placed  her  head,  but  not  for  long, 
as  soon  she  saw  a  sparrow. 

the  sound  I  heard  then  was  beyond  belief: 

as  she  called  to  the  bird  her  voice  was 

more  like  the  breath  of  nature,  melodious  and  sweet 

to  comphment  the  sparrow's  song. 

ageless  she  seemed  to  me,  and  love 
she  symbolized,  at  that  certain  time 
of  newness,  ripeness,  and  the  first  harvest 
when  hearts  warm. 

suddenly  she  viewed  the  sky 
and  looked  around  with  sign  of  fear 
that  something  might  be  wrong,  indeed 
she  held  her  hands  close  to  her  breast. 


again  she  spoke,  but  softer  now 
as  tears  came  streaming  down  her  cheeks 
she  said  your  name,  and  as  she  sighed 
she  turned,  and  looked  me  in  the  eye. 
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I  thought  of  hiding,  yet  I  knew  that 
nothing  could  hold  back  the  power  of  this 
untimely  being,  transfixed  on  me; 
yet  still  I  wondered. 

the  soreness  of  her  stare  crept  in 
and  made  me  reach  to  rub  my  eyes. 
I  looked  again,  but  she  was  gone, 
though  her  thoughts,  in  me,  lived  on. 

and  then,  and  there,  I  knew 
she  had  been  my  loving  you 
and  all  the  while  as  I'd  observed 
I'd  been  watching  me. 


Jill  Edwards 


Wounded  Bird 

I  see  you  wounded  bird. 
Caught  in  twine. 
From  my  window 
Through  the  blind. 
But  I  won't  come,  no. 
Not  this  time. 

Yes,  I've  seen  you  looking  up 

Through  the  tears 

For  many  days, 

For  many  years. 

And  every  time  I've  come,  but 

Not  this  time. 


I've  heard  you  talk 

About  your  wings; 

You  say  you  fly, 

You  say  you  sing 

Without  me;  now's  your  chance, 

Now's  your  time. 

Yes,  I've  heard  your  cries, 

Felt  you  tremble, 

Watched  you  try. 

As  time  goes  by  .  .  . 

I'll  still  notice,  but  I  won't  come. 

Not  this  time. 

Martha  G.  Moore 
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I'd  been  watching  me. 
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I  see  you  wounded  bird, 
Caught  in  twine, 
From  my  window 
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For  many  days. 
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Not  this  time. 


I've  heard  you  talk 

About  your  wings; 

You  say  you  fly, 

You  say  you  sing 

Without  me;  now's  your  chance, 

Now's  your  time. 

Yes,  I've  heard  your  cries, 

Felt  you  tremble, 

Watched  you  try. 

As  time  goes  by  .  .  . 

I'll  still  notice,  but  I  won't  come. 

Not  this  time. 
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Selections  from  Cicero's  pro  Cluentio 


Preface 


The  majority  of  these  events  de- 
scribed by  Cicero  took  place  at  Larinum 
and  Rome  between  82  and  72  B.C.  The 
villain,  Statius  Albius  Oppianicus,  in  a 
massive  campaign  of  unscrupulous  gran- 
diosity labored  to  acquire  the  entire  for- 
tunes of  the  three  leading  families  at 
Larinum  during  this  period,  the  Auru,  the 
Cluentii,  and  the  Oppianici.  He  first  at- 
tacked the  Aurii,  the  aging  matron  Dinaea 
with  her  three  sons  and  a  daughter;  even- 
tually no  male  member  of  the  house  of 
Aurius  was  left  ahve.  To  secure  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Oppianici  was  a  relatively 
simple  matter;  Oppianicus'  own  family 
consisted    solely  of  his  brother  and  his 


brother's  wife,  both  murdered.  Oppianicus 
then  fell  in  love  with  Sassia,  the  villainess, 
and  mother  of  Aulus  Cluentius  Habitus 
the  Younger,  Cicero's  client.  He  had 
been  married  four  times,  and  Sassia  twice. 
Oppianicus  tried  to  poison  this 
Habitus  through  the  agency  of  slaves, 
failed,  was  arraigned,  convicted,  exiled, 
and  later  died.  Sassia,  however,  imme- 
diately labored  to  accuse  and  convict 
Habitus  of  fixing  Oppianicus'  trial  and 
later  poisoning  him.  She  forced  the 
younger  Oppianicus  to  act  as  prosecu- 
tor; the  following  selections  represent 
Cicero's  defense  of  Habitus  at  the  trial 
in  Rome. 


I,  The  Crimes  of  Oppianicus  and  Sassia 


Aulus  Cluentius  Habitus,  the  father 
of  this  Habitus,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  was 
a  man  of  courage  in  the  estimation  of  not 
only  the  country -town  of  Larinum,  whence 
he  came,  but  even  of  those  regions  and 
vicinities  where  by  birth  he  was  easily  a 
Prince.  After  his  death,  during  the  con- 
sulships of  Sulla  and  Pompey,  he  left  this 
son  then  fifteen  years  old  and,  moreover, 
a  daughter  fully  grown  and  marriageable, 
who  shortly  after  the  death  of  her  father 
married  Aulus  Aurius  Mehnus,  her  cousin, 
a  youth  in  his  prime,  and  at  that  time 
reckoned  among  his  peers  as  of  both  high 
character  and  estate.  Although  this 
wedding  had  been  full  of  dignity,  full  of 
concord,  suddenly  there  arose  a  wicked 
lust  of  the  shameless  mother,  joined  not 
only  with  disgrace,  but  even  crime.  For 
Sassia,  the  mother  of  this  Habitus,  will  be 
called  mother  indeed  by  me  in  this  whole 
case,  though  I  say  she  is  a  mother  of  hos- 
tility, hatred  and  cruelty  toward  her  son; 
she  therefore  the  mother  of  Habitus, 
charmed  by  love  for  this  young  man, 
Melinus,  her  son-in-law  (against  which  was 


Divine  Law),  at  first  restrained  herself  in 
that  desire  in  whatever  way  ^e  could,  and 
this  but  briefly.  She  then  began  so  to 
burn  with  madness  that  not  shame,  not 
modesty,  neither  piety,  nor  the  disgrace 
of  the  family,  neither  pubUc  rumor,  nor 
the  pain  of  her  son,  nor  even  the  grief  of 
her  daughter  would  call  her  back  from  de- 
sire. She  seduced  the  thoughts  of  the 
young  man,  not  yet  confirmed  with  reason 
and  understanding,  with  all  those  wiles 
by  which  a  man  of  that  age  is  easily  able 
to  be  charmed  and  captivated.  The  daugh- 
ter, who  was  not  only  vexed  by  that  re- 
sentment any  woman  would  feel  at  the 
insults  of  such  a  husband,  but  was  also  un- 
able to  bear  the  sin  of  her  wicked  mother 
(about  which  she  considered  herself  un- 
able to  complain  without  penalty)  wished 
the  others  to  remain  ignorant  of  her 
terrible  disgrace.  In  the  hands  and  em- 
brace of  this  man,  her  own  most  loving 
brother,  she  was  pining  away  with  grief 
and  tears. 
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Consider,  moreover, their  sudden  di- 
vorce, wliich  seemed  the  relief  of  all  this 
misery.  Cluentia  departed  from  Melinus, 
as  from  such  heinous  insults,  not  unwill- 
ingly, but  as  from  her  husband,  not  freely. 
Then  truly  she,  excellent  and  splendid 
mother,  began  openly  to  boast  with  re- 
joicing, and  to  triumph  with  pleasure,  the 
victress  of  her  daughter,  not  her  lust. 
Then,  as  she  wished  her  name  no  longer 
damaged  by  hidden  suspicions,  the  moth- 
er-in-law married  her  son-in-law,  with  no 
witnesses,  with  no  one  to  bestow  the 
bride,  with  fatal  omens  overall. 

O  incredible  crime  of  the  woman,  and 
but  for  this  one  case,  crime  in  all  life  un- 
heard! O  unbridled  and  ungovernable 
lust!  O  unparalleled  audacity!  Did  she 
not  fear,  if  neither  the  power  of  the  gods, 
nor  the  secret  rumors  of  men,  then  at 
least  those  walls  themselves,  witnesses  of 
the  earUer  marriage?  She  violated  and 
overthrew  everything  with  desire  and  mad- 
ness; she  conquered  shame  with  lust,  fear 
with  audacity,  reason  with  insanity.  The 
son  soon  resented  this  common  disgrace 
of  the  family,  of  their  kin,  of  their  name, 
while  his  worry  was  further  augmented  by 
the  daily  complaints  and  perpetual  weep- 
ing of  his  sister. 

There  hved  a  certain  Dinaea  at 
Larinum,  the  mother-in-law  of  Oppianicus, 
who  had  the  sons  Marcus  Aurius,  Numerius 
Aurius,  and  Gnaeus  Magius,  and  a  daugh- 
ter, Magia,  married  to  Oppianicus.  Marcus 
Aurius,  when  a  very  young  man,  captured 
in  the  Italian  War  at  Asculum,  fell  into 
the  hands  of  Quintus  Sergius  the  senator 
(in  his  hands  who  was  later  condemned 
in  the  Homicide  Court!)  and  on  his  es- 
tate was  imprisoned.  Marcus  Aurius'  bro- 
ther, Numerius,  died  and  left  their  bro- 
ther, Gnaeus  Magius,  his  heir.  Later 
Magia,  the  wife  of  Oppianicus,  then  fi- 
nally Dinaea's  one  remaining  son,  Gnaeus 
Magius,  died  also.  Gnaeus  appointed  the 
younger  Oppianicus  here,  the  son  of  his 
sister,  as  his  heir,  and  ordered  him  to 
share  the  inheritance  with  his  mother, 
Dinaea.  Meanwhile  an  informer  approached 
Dinaea,  neither  hidden  nor  hesitant,  and 
announced  that  her  son,  Marcus  Aurius, 
was  alive,  and  in  the  ager  Gallicus  was  in 
slavery.  The  woman,  with  all  her  children 


apparently  lost,  when  he  suggested  the 
hope  of  recovering  the  one  son,  gathered 
together  all  her  kinsmen  and  the  friends 
of  Marcus  Aurius;  weeping,  she  begged 
them  to  track  down  the  young  man  and 
restore  him  to  her,  whom  still,  the  one  out 
of  the  many.  Fortune  might  have  willed 
to  remain.  As  she  began  to  organize  the 
search,  she  was  immediately  taken  ill.  And 
so  she  made  her  will  such  that  she  insti- 
tuted that  same  Oppianicus,  her  grandson, 
as  the  heir,  that  she  might  trust  him  with 
four  hundred  thousand  sestercies  for  her 
son.  And  within  a  few  days  thereafter 
she  died.  But  her  kinsmen  still,  just  as 
they  began  when  Dinaea  was  alive,  so  like- 
wise when  she  was  dead,  set  out  with  that 
same  informer  for  the  sake  of  finding 
Aurius  in  the  ager  Gallicus.  Meanwhile 
Oppianicus  (unparalleled  in  crime  and 
audacity,  as  you  will  soon  discover)  by 
means  of  a  certain  Galhcan,  his  friend, 
first  corrupted  the  guide  with  money, 
then,  with  no  great  cost  incurred,  pro- 
cured the  killing  and  removal  of  Aurius 
himself. 

But  these  are  trifles;  let  the  jury  now 
learn  the  rest,  who  should  marvel,  not 
that  Oppianicus  was  condemned  at  length, 
but  that  he  remained  unpunished  for  any 
length  of  time.  First  learn  the  audacity  of 
the  man.  He  desired  to  marry  Sassia,  the 
mother  of  Habitus,  whose  husband  Aulus 
Aurius  Mehnus  he  had  also  murdered. 
Whether  this  man  were  more  shameless, 
who  would  ask,  or,  if  she  should  marry 
him,  whether  she  were  more  unfeehng  is 
impossible  to  say.  But  learn,  never-the- 
less,the  kindness  and  consistency  of  both. 
Oppianicus  strove  to  marry  Sassia  with 
relentless  industry,  while  she,  moreover, 
was  neither  surprised  at  his  audacity,  nor 
turned  from  his  shamelessness,  nor,  finally, 
did  she  shrink  from  the  house  of  Oppiani- 
cus, soaking  with  the  blood  of  her  own 
husband.  But  because  Oppianicus  had 
three  sons  Sassia  withheld  herself  from 
this  marriage;  Oppianicus,  who  had  long 
desired  Sassia's  money,  therefore  sought 
a  remedy  for  this  delay  from  his  own 
household.  For  although  he  had  one  in- 
fant son,  born  out  of  Novia,  and  Oppiani- 
cus here,  out  of  Magia,  he  had  yet  another 
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son  out  of  Papia,  then  being  raised  at  the 
mother's  house  in  Teanum  in  ApuUa, 
which  is  eighteen  miles  from  Larinum. 
He  suddenly  and  apparently  without  rea- 
son summoned  the  boy  from  Teanum, 
which  he  had  done  before  only  during 
the  PubUc  Games  or  on  holidays.  The 
wretched  mother  never-the-less,  suspect- 
ing nothing  of  evil,  sent  the  son.  Then, 
although  Oppianicus  himself  had  pre- 
tended to  set  out  to  Tarentum  on  that 
very  day,  and  although  the  boy  had  been 
seen  healthy  in  public  at  the  eleventh 
hour,  before  nightfall  he  was  murdered, 
and  on  the  next  day  before  dawn  his  body 
was  burned.  The  drifting  rumors  of  men 
announced  this  horrible  grief  to  the  mo- 
ther sooner  than  anyone  from  the  house 
of  Oppianicus.  And  when  she  had  heard 
simultaneously  that  not  only  the  son,  but 
even  the  duty  of  funeral  rites  had  been 
snatched  away  from  her,  she  came  to 
Larinum  in  haste,  dispirited,  and  there 
performed  funeral  rites  anew  for  an  older 
son  already  buried.  Ten  days  had  not  yet 
passed  when  Novia's  infant  son  was  also 
killed.  Thus  Sassia  married  Oppianicus 
immediately,  her  spirit  now  rejoicing,  with 
her  utmost  expectation  fulfilled.  And  no 
wonder,  she  who  would  see  herself  softened 
not  by  the  blessings  of  marriage,  but  by 
the  funerals  of  the  sons! 

To  approach  the  evidence  more  rel- 
evant to  this  case  I  will  now  recount  the 
remaining  crimes  summarily,  gentlemen  of 
the  jury.  Yet  I  beseech  you  to  remember 
this  interval  not  as  prosecution  of  the  dead 
Oppianicus  (Oppianicus,  a  man  most  sin- 
ful and  most  guilty,  has  been  already  con- 
demned!), but  as  the  beginning  and  foun- 
dation of  the  defense,  to  persuade  you 
that  my  client  had  not  corrupted  the  trial. 

When  Oppianicus  had  poisoned  his 
own  wife,  Cluentia,  the  aunt  of  this  man 
Habitus,  suddenly  she  in  the  middle  of  the 
potion  cried  out  that  she  was  dying  with 
extreme  pain;  nor  longer  did  she  live  than 
she  spoke,  for  in  this  very  hue  and  cry  she 
was  dead.  And  in  addition  to  this  curious- 
ly sudden  death,  and  her  dying  excla- 
mation, all  the  usual  signs  and  clues  of 
poisoning  were  later  found  in  the  body. 
Then  with  the  same  poison  he  killed  his 


brother,  Caius  Oppianicus,  nor  with  this 
was  he  satisfied,  though  in  the  murder  of 
a  brother  by  itself  no  crime  would  seem 
to  have  been  omitted.  Never-the-less,  that 
to  this  heinous  point  he  might  approach, 
he  paved  the  way  with  other  previous 
crimes.  For  although  Auria,  his  brother's' 
wife,  had  been  pregnant  and  delivery 
seemed  nigh  at  hand,  he  murdered  the 
mother  and  child  with  poison.  He  then 
assailed  his  brother,  who,  with  that  cup  of 
death  already  drained  when  too  late  he 
cried  out  both  about  his  own  and  about 
the  death  of  his  wife  and  desired  to 
change  his  will,  in  the  very  utterance  of 
this  intention  was  dead. 

Again?  now  the  murder  of  Asuvius 
of  Larinum,  a  wealthy  young  man  (how 
infamous  it  was  when  the  deed  was  still 
fresh,  how  celebrated  in  the  universal 
gossip!).  There  lived  a  certain  Avillius  at 
Larinum,  desperate  with  villainy  and  ut- 
most destitution,  endowed  with  a  certain 
art,  well-suited  for  exciting  the  passions 
of  very  young  men:  with  whom,  as  he 
himself  with  flattery  and  with  blandish- 
ments crept  deeply  into  the  intimacy  of 
Asuvius,  Oppianicus  straightway  began  to 
hope,  as  with  some  engine  of  war  set  in 
motion,  to  entice  the  naivete  of  Asuvius, 
and  besiege  his  inherited  fortune.  They 
contrived  the  plot  at  Larinum,  and  con- 
veyed the  deed  to  Rome.  For  they  con- 
sidered themselves  indeed  able  to  form  a 
plan  more  easily  in  solitude,  and  to  exe- 
cute deception  of  that  sort  more  conven- 
iently in  a  crowd.  Asuvius  set  out  to 
Rome  with  AviUius,  while  Oppianicus 
followed    secretly   in   their   footsteps. 

How  they  soon  hved  in  Rome,  with 
which  feastings,  with  which  scandals,  with 
how  lavish  and  how  foolish  expenditures, 
not  only  known  but  even  shared  and 
abetted  by  Oppianicus,  were  tedious  for 
me  to  tell,  especially  hastening  to  other 
things.  But  learn  the  outcome  of  this  pre- 
tended friendship.  Since  the  young  man 
had  been  at  the  house  of  a  certain  com- 
panion, where  he  also  stayed  the  night, 
there  the  following  day  Avillius  hngered, 
pretended  he  was  iU,  and  wanted  to  make 
his  wiU.    Oppianicus  conducted  witnesses 
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to  his  accomplice  who  knew  neither 
Asuvius  nor  Avillius,  and  called  the  latter 
"Asuvius."  Oppianicus  departed  with  the 
will  signed  in  the  name  of  Asuvius. 
Avillius  immediately  recovered.  But  Asu- 
vius forthwith,  as  if  he  were  going  into 
the  Gardens,  was  led  into  the  sand-pits 
outside  the  Esquihne  gate,  and  was  mur- 
dered. 

And  again?  Is  it  not  clear,  thou 
Oppianicus,  that  your  father  also  mur- 
dered your  grandmother  Dinaea,  whose 
heir  you  are? 

When  Oppianicus  introduced  his 
own  doctor,  already  notorious  and  often 
successful,  the  ailing  Dinaea  cried  out  that 
she  in  no  way  wished  to  be  tended  by 
him,  who  while  attending  to  her  children 
had  mysteriously  lost  them  all.  Oppiani- 
cus then  immediately  approached  a  cer- 
tain Anconian,  Lucius  Clodius,  a  mounte- 
banke,  who  by  chance  had  come  to 
Larinum,  and  arranged  a  deal  with  him 
for  two  thousand  sestercies,  which  this 
account-book  itself  will  now  demonstrate 
to  the  court. 

Lucius  Clodius,  who  was  hastening, 
for  whom  many  market-places  remained, 
as  soon  as  he  was  introduced  completed 
the  deed.  He  blasted  the  woman  with  the 
first  drink,  nor  did  he  linger  a  moment 
thereafter  at  Larinum.  With  this  same 
Dinaea  making  her  will,  when  Oppianicus, 
her  son-in-law,  had  seized  the  tablets  he 
smudged  the  legacies  with  his  finger;  and 
when  he  had  done  so  in  many  places  after 
her  death,  that  he  not  be  proven  guilty 
by  the  smudges,  he  sealed  the  will,  trans- 
scribed  onto  other  tablets,  with  forged 
signatures.  1  omit  much  intentionally, 
for  indeed  I  fear  these  many  treacheries 
have  already  been  rehearsed  too  much; 
you  should,  never-the-less,  consider  him 
as  like  himself  in  every  other  aspect  of  his 
life.  The  town-councillors  unanimously 
declared  that  he  had  corrupted  the  public 
records  of  the  Censor  at  Larinum. 

Soon  no  one  would  have  anything 
to  do  with  Oppianicus;  not  one  out  of  so 
many  kinsmen  and  marital  relatives  ever 
appointed  him  the  guardian  of  their  chil- 
dren; no  one  considered  him  worthy  their 
company, their  conversation,  or  their  ban- 


queting; everyone  rejected  him;  everyone 
abhorred  him;  everyone  was  fleeing,  as 
from  any  monstrous  and  deadly  wild  beast 
or  pestilence.  But  Habitus  still  would 
never  have  prosecuted  this  man  so  un- 
scrupulous, so  wicked,  so  guilty,  were  he 
able  to  save  his  own  neck  without  doing 
so.  Oppianicus  was  an  enemy  to  my  cli- 
ent, gentlemen  of  the  jury,  indeed  he  was; 
but  still  he  was  his  step-father.  And 
Sassia  was  cruel  and  hostile,  but  still  she 
was  his  mother.  Finally,  nothing  could 
be  further  from  Cluentius'  mind  than  pros- 
ecution, by  his  very  nature,  his  incli- 
nation, and  his  well-settled  manner  of 
life.  But  since  these  terms  had  been  pro- 
posed to  him,  that  he  either  justly  and 
piously  should  prosecute,  or  cruelly  and 
undeservedly  should  die,  he  preferred  to 
prosecute  to  the  fullest  extent  of  the  law, 
than    to    be    otherwise    put    to    death. 


II.      Sassia 's  Final  Efforts 

After  the  death  of  Oppianicus  Sassia 
began  immediately  to  construct  a  plot 
against  her  son:  she  decided  to  hold  an 
inquisition  about  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band. She  purchased  a  certain  Strato 
from  Oppianicus'  doctor,  Aulus  Rupilius, 
as  if  to  do  as  Habitus  had  done  in  buying 
Diogenes.  The  wicked  woman  then  an- 
nounced that  she  would  hold  an  inquiry 
from  this  Strato,  and  from  Ascla,  her  own 
servant,  and,  moreover,  demanded  Nico- 
stratus,  whom  she  considered  too  talka- 
tive and  too  faithful  to  his  master,  from 
the  younger  Oppianicus.  But  since  Oppi- 
anicus was  a  mere  boy  at  that  time,  and 
Sassia  told  him  she  had  arranged  the  in- 
quiry about  the  death  of  his  father,  al- 
though he  thought  that  slave  both  was 
faithful  to  himself,  and  had  been  faithful 
to  his  father,  he  still  dared  refuse  her 
nothing.  She  summoned  the  many  former 
friends  and  relatives  of  Oppianicus,  as  well 
as  her  own,  men  honorable  and  distin- 
guished in  all  parts.  She  then  openly 
conducted  the  inquest  with  every  most 
violent  instrument  of  torture.  But  al- 
though the  spirits  of  the  slaves  had  been 
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tested  both  with  hope  and  fear,  that  they 
might  divulge  something  new  of  Oppiani- 
cus'  demise,  never-the-less,  with  the  noble 
influence  of  the  witnesses  introduced, 
they  remained  in  truth,  nor  did  they  say 
that  they  knew  anything. 

The  inquiry  was  dismissed  on  that 
day  by  the  verdict  of  the  friends,  but  af- 
ter a  sufficiently  long  interval  Sassia 
summoned  them  again,  and  held  the  in- 
quiry anew.  She  excluded  no  violence 
of  the  most  drastic  instruments  of  torture; 
the  witnesses  turned  their  faces  and  were 
scarcely  able  to  bear  it,  while  the  cruel 
and  shameless  woman  waxed  more  furious 
(but  certainly  not  at  herself,  for  expecting 
her  vicious  plot  to  unfold).  Since  now  the 
tormentor,  and  even  the  instruments  of 
torture  themselves  had  worn  out,  and  still 
that  woman  would  not  withdraw,  a  certain 
one  of  the  witnesses,  a  man  both  distin- 
guished by  the  honors  of  the  people,  and 
endowed  with  the  utmost  virtue,  said  that 
he  understood  the  inquiry  had  been  held 
not  that  truth  might  be  found,  but  that 
the  slaves  might  be  compelled  to  tell 
something  false.  The  rest  agreed  and  by 
unanimous  vote  the  inquiry  was  adjourned. 
Sassia  restored  Nicostratus  to  Oppianicus, 
and  herself  set  out  to  Larinum  with  her 
own  slaves,  grieving,  for  now  she  knew  her 
son  would  undoubtedly  remain  unharmed: 
to  whom  not  only  not  the  true  crime,  but 
not  even  feigned  suspicion  had  reached, 
whom  not  only  the  open  assault  of  his 
enemies,  but  even  the  secret  plot  of  his 
mother  had  failed  to  impair. 

O  you  gods  immortal!  what  beast 
is  there  hke  this  one?  what  monster  so 
heinous  elsewhere?  what  crime  of  all 
crime  should  we  call  so  hostile  and  inhu- 
man? whence  born?  For  now  assuredly 
the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  will  understand 
that  I  presented  the  beginning  of  my  ora- 
tion about  the  mother  not  without  reasons 
most  grave  and  most  necessary.  Indeed 
there  can  be  no  mahce,  no  crime  which 
Sassia  to  her  son  from  the  very  beginning 
did  not  wish,  choose,  dwell  upon,  and  exe- 
cute. Oppianicus  considered  nothing  with- 
out the  advice  of  his  wife,  for  had  it  been 
otherwise  then  certainly  after  his  deeds 
had   been  detected,  not   that   she  would 


have  divorced  a  wicked  husband,  but  that 
she  might  have  fled  from  so  cruel  a  stran- 
ger, she  would  have  abandoned  that  sinful 
house  reeking  with  every  crime  forever. 
Not  only  did  she  not  flee,  but  from  that 
time  onward  she  overlooked  no  occasion 
in  which  she  might  herself  furnish  some 
treachery.  All  day  every  day  and  every 
night  the  mother  concentrated  on  the 
death  of  her  son  with  her  entire  mind. 
Then  first,  to  encourage  the  younger 
Oppianicus  to  accuse  her  son,  she  en- 
chained him  with  gifts,  with  the  hand  of 
her  daughter,  and  with  promises  of  the 
now  massive  family  fortune.  Nor  in  this 
only  was  she  industrious,  but  even  con- 
templated to  prepare  his  accusation,  with 
which  weapons  she  might  arm  him.  Hence 
indeed  those  examinations  of  the  slaves 
with  both  threats  and  promises;  hence 
those  endless  and  excruciating  inquiries 
about  the  death  of  Oppianicus,  terminated 
finally  not  by  the  will  of  the  woman,  but 
by  the  demands  of  her  friends!  With 
identical  ruthlessness  she  reestablished 
those  inquiries  three  years  later  at  Larinum; 
with  characteristic  insanity  she  forced  the 
records  of  those  later  inquiries;  with  the 
same  madness  that  vile  wretch  cut  out 
Strato's  tongue  and  crucified  him!  Of  all 
these  crimes  the  accusation  of  Habitus 
was  finally  furnished  and  brought  for- 
ward by  his  mother.  When  she  had  sent 
the  younger  Oppianicus  to  Rome,  then 
fully  armed,  she  herself  lingered  briefly 
at  Larinum,  finding  and  hiring  witnesses. 
Later,  however,  when  she  heard  the  trial 
was  drawing  near,  she  swooped  down 
hither  in  haste:  that  neither  her  pros- 
ecutors should  want  diligence,  nor  her 
witnesses  lack  money,  and  that  she  her- 
self might  not  miss  this  coveted  spectacle 
of  Habitus  in  his  mourning  clothes,  of  his 
sorrow,  and  such  pitiful  squalor. 

Now  truly,  how  do  you  think  she 
made  this  journey  to  Rome?  (which  I 
near  the  neighborhoods  of  Aquinum  and 
Fabraternia  heard  and  gathered  from 
many)  whose  passage  through  these  towns 
do  you  suppose  raised  such  a  great  groan 
of  both  men  and  women? 

"A  certain  woman  from  Larinum  is 
here,  who  all  the  way  from  the  sea  above 
Rome  has  set  out  with  a  vast  retinue  and 
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much  money,  with  which  she  intends  to 
envelop  and  oppress  the  crucial  trial  of 
her  son!" 

I  would  almost  say  that  every  one  of 
these  people  thought  that  place  should  be 
purified  wherever  this  woman  made  her 
journey,  that  the  Earth  itself,  our  univer- 
sal Mother,  was  violated  by  the  very  foot- 
prints of  this  scelerous  mother!  Therefore 
no  town  allowed  her  to  remain;  I  found 
not  one  out  of  so  many  innkeepers  who 
had  not  fled  her  infectious  glance.  She 
committed  herself  to  night  and  soUtude 
rather  than  to  any  city  or  hosteler. 

Now  indeed  who  does  she  consider 
ignorant  of  her  activities,  of  what  she  has 
contrived,  or,  finally,  what  she  meditates 
every  day?  We  know  whom  she  will  call 
to  testify,  to  whom  she  has  promised 
money,  whose  faith  she  has  corrupted 
with  bribes!  Moreover,  we  know  even 
her  nocturnal  sacrifices  (which  she  thinks 
are  so  secret!),  her  criminal  prayers,  and 
the  wicked  offering  with  which  she  even 
invoked  the  immortal  gods  to  witness  her 
crime!  Nor  does  she  understand  that  by 
piety,  worship,  and  proper  prayers  the 
minds  of  the  gods  are  pleased,  not  by 
polluted  superstition  and  victims  slaugh- 
tered for  the  sake  of  accomplishing  evil. 
I  trust  the  immortal  gods  to  have  rejected 
her  madness  and  cruelty  from  their  sacred 
altars  and  temples! 

You  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  who  by 
chance  preside  over  this  Aulus  Cluentius 
Habitus  as  do  the  gods  over  every  aspect 
of  our  lives,  avert  this  wickedness  of  the 
mother  from  the  head  of  her  son.  And 
what  mother?  she  whom  you  now  see 
bhnded    by    cruelty    and    obsessed    with 


crime,  whose  desire  no  prudence  ever  im- 
peded, who  with  indeUble  spiritual  vices 
has  perverted  every-human  law  into  de- 
graded fragments,  whose  folly  is  such  that 
none  will  call  her  human,  whose  violence 
is  such  that  none  will  call  her  a  woman, 
whose  cruelty  is  such  that  none  could  ever 
call  her  a  mother!  She  changed  not  only 
her  name  and  the  laws  of  nature,  but  even 
the  names  of  relationships:  the  wife  of 
the  son-in-law,  the  step-mother  of  the  son, 
the  rival  of  her  daughter!  Now,  finally, 
she  has  been  pressed  to  such  a  point  that 
she  reserves  for  herself,  besides  the  shape, 
nothing  to  the  Hkeness  of  humanity. 
Wherefore,  gentlemen,  if  you  hate  crime, 
beat  back  the  attack  of  the  mother  from 
the  blood  of  her  son.  For  his  safety,  for 
him  the  victory,  return  this  incredible  in- 
justice to  the  mother;  nay,  rather  let  her 
leave  defeated  by  your  justice,  that  she 
not  rejoice,  disjoined  from  her  son.  If, 
as  your  office  demands,  you  love  modesty, 
good  conduct,and  virtue,  gentlemen,  raise 
up  at  last  this  your  suppliant,  so  many 
years  involved  in  false  prejudice  and  dan- 
ger, who  now,  first  after  the  scorching  of 
prejudice,  harrowed  by  the  deeds  and  de- 
sires of  others,  begins  with  hope  of  your 
justice  to  uphft  his  spirit,  and  for  a  while 
breathes  freely  from  fear.  His  life  is  in 
your  hands;  you  alone  are  able  to  save 
him,  whose  salvation  the  public  demands! 
Habitus  begs  you,  gentlemen ,  and  weeping 
entreats  you  not  to  sacrifice  him  to  prej- 
udice (which  should  be  banished  from  the 
court!),  nor  to  his  mother,  whose  vows 
and  prayers  you  should  reject  from  your 
minds,  nor  to  Oppianicus,  that  abominable 
man  already  condemned  and  dead. 
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A  Miracle  Play 


Poeta.     Only  will  man's  eye  convince, 
As  are  the  headless  whose  minds  have 

since 
Lost  the  King,  lost  blessed  Trinity, 
Have  sifted  away  the  sweet  memory, 
The  behef,the  grace,  one  God  of  Glory; 
Now  this  thought  unfolds  our  story: 
A  couple  lie  buried  in  deep  wood; 
Live  them  not  the  way  they  should, 
For  sinful  ways  have  led  them  long 
Through  lust,  greed  —  ways  of  wrong. 
Mac  and  Lil  be  their  name, 
The  devil,  unholy  demon  to  blame 
(He  dangles  them  above  the  fall) 
To  our  ways  skeptical; 
Yet  a  visitor  straight  with  God's  path 
Enters  when  they  hft  the  latch, 
Brimming  with  the  hghted  way  — 
The  St,  Nicholas  story  on  his  feast  day. 

(Poeta  exits.   Mac  and  Lil  are  at  home.) 

Mac.    Ah,  so  chilhngly  cold  it  freezes  my 

nose. 
Which  continues  to  drip  and  freeze  in 

the  air; 
We   could  make  warmth,  though  that 

too  is  froze; 
My  Ufe  I  would  give  for  gold  and  riches 

fair, 
If  I  knew  mysterious  magic  to  dare. 
What  say  you,  wife,  some  warming  lust? 
You  are  as  cold  as  me  I  trust. 

Lil.    Not  cold  enough  after  last  night! 
You  ate  and  drank  and  smelled  Uke 

swine. 
Then  me  for  second  course  you  bite; 
You've  yet   to  appreciate  this  beauty 

of  mine. 
To  cherish  me  above  all  divine. 
My  legs  are  locked  hke  a  tight  trunk, 
Your  key  to  keep  in  pocket  sunk. 

(A  knock  and  the  traveller  appears  at  the 
door.) 

Traveller.   I   humbly  knock  outside  your 
snow-glazed  door, 
Lost  on  winds  of  cold  night,  a  pilgrim 
Seeking  shelter,  Uttle  more. 


Lil.   I  sense  gold ,  Mac;  is  there  money  with 
him? 

Mac.    I  regret  his  looks  display  chances 
shm. 

Trav.   I   shall   be  gone   with  new  light, 
resting  short  this  body  of  mine; 
You  see  I  am  soul  bound  to  St.  Nicholas' 
Shrine. 

(Mac  unwillingly  allows  him  to  enter.) 

Thank-you,  dear  sir,  I  hoped  you  were 
kind. 

My  sight  could  not  pierce  the  night's 
mist. 

Now  warm,  tomorrow's  feast-day  in- 
spires such  bliss. 

(Lil  gives  Traveller  a  cup  of  ale.) 

Great  thanks,  sweet  lady;  what,  pray, 
is  this? 

Mac.   What?     A  shiney  gold-piece,  put  it 
there; 

(Mac  extends  his  hand.) 

And  include  another  for  the  rent  of 
that  chair. 

(As  he  searches  for  money,  Mac  quickly 
drinks  his  cup.) 

Trav.    How  strange!    My  cup,  there's  not 
a  drop! 

Mac.   Where  there's  gold  there's  always 
more  to  drink. 

Trav.   Please,  woman,  more  -  the  cup  de- 
fies all  laws;  don't  stop. 

(Mac  downs  this  cup  also.) 

Mac.    My  gracious  dear  sir,  your  bladder 
will  pop! 

Trav.    I  shall  die  of  thirst  at  this  rate! 

Mac.   Or  perhaps  with  your  appetite,  evap- 
orate! 
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Lit.   We  must  charge  you  again,  sir,  for  we 
make  money  as  we  are  able. 
It  serves  to  chase  the  cold  from  here, 
Though  I  am  strangely  warmed  as  you 
have  joined  oui'  table. 

Mac.  Yes,  money  holds  warmth;  I  nestle 
it  dear; 

But  you  are  a  stranger  who  does  not  re- 
side near  — 

Your  quest  is  far  more  than  a  stroll. 

What  drives  you  past  cold  night  to  your 
goal? 

Trav.   Shall  I  tell  you  of  holy  Nicholas? 
God  seemed  pleased  even  at  his  birth 
(His  day  lies  so  close  to  Christmas). 
Special  from  the  morning  of  his  days 

on  earth, 
A   mere   nurshng  filled   with  religious 

mirth, 
A  pious  child  in  every  way. 
As  youth  observing  the  prescribed  fast- 
days. 

Mac.   Well,  I  can  boast  of  fasting  too; 

I  have  bedded  denying  food  a  look. 

To  this  man  of  mastery  it  is  nothing 
new; 

Though  my  schedule  is  not  from  a  holy 
book, 

I  bravely  abstain  when  my  mate  at- 
tempts to  cook. 

Lil.    Wed  to  me,  Mac,  is  rightfully  your 
fate, 
For  you  are  fat  enough  to  hibernate. 

Trav.    If  with  my  story  I  might  continue: 

The  sad  plight  of  three  daughters  the 
saint  came  to  know. 

Lacking  dowries,  no  suitors  would  woo. 

On  three  separate  nights  did  Nicholas 
show. 

Tossing  bags  of  gold  through  their  wel- 
come window. 

Lil.    Did  the  hfe  of  this  fool  already  pass? 
If  not  .  .  .  Mac,  quick  open  the  glass! 

(Three  Daughters  appear.) 

Three  Daughters.    Saint,    though    we    on 
earth    did    not    meet, 
In  soft  praises  sing  sweet 
Because  we  loved  in  God  and  Son, 
We  heard  your  horse  beneath  us  run. 


Your  face  unseen,  though  gold  we  heard. 
Our  heartless  nights  were  warmly  stirred; 
Your    gracious    gift    severed    our    strife, 
Our  sole  desire  to  live  as  wife 
We  would  meet  in  heaven,  we  knew, 
Leaving  children  —  hfe  from  you. 

(They  disappear.) 

Mac.   What  great  powers  have  you,  friend, 
To  conjure  this  before  my  eyes? 
To  what  sorcery  do  you  lend? 

Trav.  Dear  sir,  no  magic  has  served  as  guise. 
With  the  power  of  God  no  need  for  Ues. 
Now  to  venture  on,  if  you  have  stopped 

your  wail. 
For  excitement  flourishes  in  this  true 

tale: 
A  child  was  afflicted  by  a  cruel  demon; 
He  grew  wild,  uncontrolled,  most  grie- 
vously; 
The  Saint  blessed  the  child,  and  with 

God  he  won. 

Lil.   Hardly  sounds  that  child  possessed  to 
me. 
But,  by  most  brats,  acting  naturally. 

Mac.         Silence,  wife!    The  plot  stirs  thick; 
In  the  truth  of  this  story  I  swill. 

Trav.   The  Saint  often  cured  the  sick; 
Once  a  paralytic  was  so  hopelessly  ill 
His  frail  attempts  to  raise  hand  to  head 

were  nill. 
Him  fast  to  a  monastery  his  friends  did 

wield; 
After  the  Saint's  prayer  and  anointment 
the  sick  man  was  healed. 

Lil.      All   this   lofty   talk   of  miracles,  I 

complain, 
I  will  not  believe,  and  simply  let  it  shp. 
There  are  sensible  ways  to  explain; 
Why,  when  Mac's  drunk  he  is  paralytic, 

unstirred  by  a  whip. 
Or  perhpas  he  had  froze,  like  the  end  of 

Mac's  nose,  drip,  drip. 

Mac.  And  if  this  is  true,  why  does  not  God 
bless  us  with  all  his  might? 

Trav.   To  explain  that,  friend,  would  take 
all  night: 
For  you  are  drowning  fast  and  deep. 
Pray,  friend,  to  the  Patron  Saint  of  the 
Sailor 
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To  awaken  you  from  Satan's  sleep. 
For  he  has  calmed  great   storms  and 

more. 
Do  not  take  this  lightly,  for  mere  lore. 

Mac.   Quick  wife,  a  kiss,  before  the  waves 
consume  —  this  last  wish. 

(He  puckers.) 

Lil.   Alas,  Mac,  so  soon  you  begin  to  re- 
semble fish. 

(Sailor  appears.) 

Sailor.     I,  a  sailor,  give  thanks  and  more; 
Nicholas  guided  me  to  many  a  shore; 
Many  black-green  oceans  I  crossed. 
Often  night  so  dark  I  am  lost. 
To  Nicholas  I  pray  and  soon 
Appear  the  stars  about  the  moon. 
Or  when  the  waves  white  cap  in  fist. 
To  charge  my  bark  with  mighty  wrist, 
My  faith  in  him  I  quick  renew, 
And  sea  subsides  a  clear  green-blue. 
Now  a  fascinating  tale  of  truth 
To  further  show  Nicholas'  ruth; 
Feared  Diana,  pagan  goddess, 
Sailors  began  to  worship  less. 
For  he  could  calm  a  sea  of  waves; 
But  to  her  men  were  thought  as  slaves. 
She  appeared  Uke  a  nun,  in  guise, 
For  sailors  to  his  shrine  a  prize, 
A  mild  and  humble  offering  solely, 
A  mediacon  of  oil  holy 
To  spread  about  his  monastery. 
No  cause  we  thought  to  be  wary; 
Then  the  Saint  appeared  to  me. 
Telling  to  spread  the  ointment  on  the 

sea. 
In  doing  so.  Great  Saviour,  what  befell! 
It  burst  on  flames  and  fired  Uke  hell! 
So  you  see  he  is  unhke  most  men 

born, 
To  appear  in  spirit  to  protect  and  warn. 

(He  disappears.) 

Mac.   With  this  goddess  one  cannot  play 

games: 
She  is  much  Uke  Lil, 
Too  quick  to  cast  blames 
On  anyone  moving  against  her  will. 
The   mere  thought  of  her  magic  leaves 

me  chill; 
So  stop  your  conjuring  at  this  late 

hour. 


Of  men  who  talk  against  gods  of  such 
power. 

Lil.   How  strange  that  figures  enter  and 

leave , 
Like  men  with  prostitutes! 
So  fine  your  powers  weave 
From  a  voice  so  Ught  as  flutes! 
Come  and  sleep,  before  this  dawn  the 

night  reputes. 

Mac.    Lil,  my  dear,  cold  grows  the  den. 
When  to  every  man's  suggest  doors  open. 

Trav.  Have  no  fear,  sir,  they  will  remain 
shut. 

As  my  tale  shall  also  close. 

Perhaps  this  will  inspire  you  from  your 
heathen  rut: 

The  Lord,  after  the  Saint's  death,  di- 
vine favor  chose 

His  soul,  Ufted  by  angels,  to  Paradise 
rose; 

And  when  oil  from  the  head  of  his 
tomb  would  flow. 

Its  curative  powers  healed  many,  as  we 
know. 

There  are  endless  accounts  of  this  good 

Saint's  deeds. 
As  the  dawn  nears,  to  you  I  insist: 
Many  convert  Uke  a  flower  from  weeds; 
Many  gain  sight  when  once  shrouded  by 

mist; 
In  God's  gracious  hands  Ues  the  golden 

Ust. 
The  Saint  said  at  his  death,  as  now  you 

must: 
In  Thee,  O  Lord,  have  I  put  my  trust. 

Lil.  This  is  all  much  confusing; 
For  thinking  it  is  far  too  late. 
At  first  I  merely  thought  you  amusing. 
Now  I  see  you  are  driven  by  something 
great. 

Mac.   Relax,   wife,  heathenous  ways  are 
your  fate. 
But  as  for  me,  I  have  Uved  a  good  life. 

Trav.  There  is  room  for  all  honest  men  in 
Paradise, 
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But  now  I  must  be  on  my  way, 
For  I  now  see  the  sun  softly  glow, 
And  soon  begins  the  Saint's  feast-day. 
Remember  God  has  mercy  to  show 
To  wanderers  who  have  found  the  right 

path  to  follow. 
May  God  bless  you  as  I  go  through  the 

door. 
Keep  pure  your  thoughts,  and  thank- 

you  once  more. 

(As  he  exits  his  cloak  drops  in  the  door- 
way.) 

Mac.    A  man  so  kind  I  do  not  trust. 

Lil.   But  perhaps  there  is  a  chance  still .  .  . 

Mac.    Look,  wife ,  his  cloak  has  dropped  in 
the  dust! 

Lil.   How  quickly  he  vanished  over  the  hill! 

(Mac  finds  a  gold  cross  in  the  cloak.) 

Mac.   Take  note,  he  has  left  a  gold  cross 

against  his  will; 
But  look  —  before  my  eyes  it  decays 

hke  rust 
To  form  the  words:    In  Thee,  O  Lord, 

have  I  put  my  trust. 

Lil.   There    must    be    something   to   that 
Christian   tale. 
Who    could    that    lovely    man    have 
been? 


Oh,   how   this   heart    begins   to   ail 
With  the  weight  of  burdensome  sin. 
If  only  it  were  not  too  late  to  begin! 

Mac.    I  feel  like  a  thief  as  I  hold  this  cross. 
We  must  go  to  the  shrine  and  return  his 
loss. 

(They  both  exit.) 

Poeta.    Do  not  fret  over  these  two. 

For  goodness  awaits,  although  undue; 
Now  holy,  noble  ideals  are  stirred; 
With  God's  grace  they  will  be  cured; 
At  the  shrine  flourishes  conversion. 
In  Christ's  Church  devout  emersion. 
All,  as  Mac  and  Lil  the  cynical. 
Have  some  good,  if  of  slightest  desible. 
Allow  while  seated  in  this  feast-room. 
To  let  your  goodness  flower  and  bloom; 
Dare  not  forget  to  honor  this  Saint, 
To  never  let  his  greatness  grow  faint. 
In  God's  name  is  our  festive  purpose; 
Dare  not  use  him  for  mere  surface. 
But  keep  him  present  despite  your  fun. 
Good  night;  may  God  go  with  everyone! 
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She,  uncertain,  looks  for  pleasure; 
Trying  men,  she  draws  a  drop  of 
Sensual  joy.  Is  all  their  treasure 
Found  in  fondling  ornaments,  or 

Do  they  search  for  more? 
Laymen  idolize  the  chalice, 
Worshipping  her  golden  curves  that 
Inlaid  jewels  encrust.  She  sees  this 
Adoration  and  is  humored, 

But  no  wine  is  poured. 
Crewmen  flow  onto  the  vessel, 
Contemplating  future  shores  on 
Seeing  her.  The  pilot,  thoughtful. 
Searches  the  hold;  finds  there  are  no 

Goods.  The  crew  must  go, 

Tomorrow. 

Robert  Graves 


Arise!  you  wretched  poets  lisping  prose, 

Who  hunt  the  breath  of  God  in  trees  and  stones, 

The  lofty  song  in  rotten  poets'  bones; 

More  knowledge,  will,  and  means  have  we  than  those 
Whom  hunger,  censure,  death  could  not  oppose: 

Our  War-enfeebled  Muses  rise  again. 

To  crush  the  facile  tyrant  critic's  reign, 

And  swear  once  more  their  secrets  to  disclose: 
New  Stars,  benign  or  evil,  influential, 

Cecilia,  Orpheus,  the  Siren'strain, 
All  things  powerful,  verbal,  mental, 

The  frenzied  Sybil,  whose  voice  does  yet  remain; 
Th'Apostles  lingual  tongues  of  fire, 

And  perfect  music  of  the  spheres  conspire, 
In  one  most  perfect  choir. 
To  sing  new  sacred  epic  verse  hfelong, 
To  them  whose  patient  genius  earns  their  song. 

Roger  D.  Scott 
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Carpe  Diem 

While  the  colors  of  the  hly  and  the  rose 
Still  manifest  their  beauty  in  your  face, 
The  flush  of  ardor  one,  the  other  grace. 
Whose  purest  virtue  ardent  storms  oppose; 

And  while  your  hair,  which  in  the  richest  vein 
Of  gold  was  chosen,  waves  in  wanton  flight 
About  your  fairest  neck,  with  pride  upright, 
Disordered  by  the  wind  while  I  complain: 

Seize  the  sweet  fruits  of  your  fruitful  spring 
Before  the  barren  season  blasts  the  rose 
And  covers  all  the  richest  fields  with  snow; 

The  frigid  winds  will  wither  everything. 

When  surely  grace  and  beauty  you  so  cherish 
With  nimble  youth  and  love  forever  perish. 


Trees  After  Fire 

When  from  below  the  hill  the  charren  breeze 
Announced  with  foliate  murmur  rows  of  trees 
Approaching;  there  came  the  sailing  pine. 
The  fragile  hazel,  sallow  loving  streams. 
Virgin  laurel,  revered  by  Apollo, 
While  the  weeping  yew  did  softly  follow 
Bending  willows;  maples  came,  and  gentle 
Linden,  bright  laburnum,  sign  of  autumn, 
With  the  sweetly  bleeding  unguent  myrrh. 
The  shining  silver  fir,  and  fragrant  cedar. 
Overshadowed  by  the  bearded  oak; 
The  mournful  cypress  trees  awoke,  the  date. 
The  palm,  the  clove,  with  groves  of  frankincense, 
The  quince  tortuously  branching,  advancing 
All  in  solemn  procession,  chanting  lowly. 
As  the  cloistered  monks  medieval  once 
In  monophonic  reverence  gravely 
Tuned  their  sonorous  Latin  verse. 

Roger  D.  Scott 
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Vanessa  Vance 
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Vanessa  Vance 


Woodstove  Thinking  of  Mountain  Streams 


Full  Moon 


I  can't  believe 
How  ferociously 
The  fire  burns 
And  secondly 
How  similarly 
That  the  river  flows. 

Mary  Semann 


Salvage 

You  the  salve 

of  this  woman's 

calloused  heart 

The  spurs  in  her 

flanks 

the  dew  of  her  jeweled  eyes. 

Her  heart's  sparrow 

gait 
her  oblivion's  fetcher. 
the  ascending  covey 
that  is  her  mind  her 
belly's  rumble 
Brushing  up  against  her 
expectantly 
like  a  hungry  cat. 

Tamara  Hamric 


The  fulfillment 

of  your  making, 

a  hibernation. 

The  primitive  porcupine 

scanning 

my  thigh's  insides 

(and  oh!  yes!  The 

marble  moon  -  I  am 

drawn  to  it.) 

Peering  soothing 

up  from  underneath 

my  brimming  bosom 

My  heart  encased 

in  your  rummaging 

hands  (the  moon  might 

be  a  candle) 

You  know  all  the  places. 

Tamara  Hamric 


This  Tom  Woman 


The  still  fly 
in  the  corner 
of  my  dead  dog's 
eyes,  the 
frantic  moth, 
this  glazed  woman. 

Tamara  Hamric 
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I  enter,  they  enter,  he  enters; 

the  last  is  always  the  best. 

Fugues  of  smoke  after  a  prelude  of  throat-clearing. 

Unhealthy  equals  unselfish. 

How  I  would  love  to  remove  his  disguise: 

to  gently  amputate  the  wire-rimmed  glasses, 

to  pluck  out,  painlessly,  every  nasty  hair  in  his 

beard, 

to  calmly  fling  off  the  presumptuous  moustache 

that  hid  the  pulse  beneath  his  nose. 

Then  I  would  remove  the  last,  great  disguise, 

Would  sHde  the  jacket  off  his  back 

and  pluck  all  the  roses  from  his  shirt  to  reveal 

their  dark,  wiry  roots. 

Finally  he  stands  there  undisguised,  staring  vaguely  at  the  door 

as  I  leave  him,  drifting  out  of  the  room 

like  a  communion  wafer  floating  silently  through  space. 

Leslie  Wells 
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I  enter,  they  enter,  he  enters; 

the  last  is  always  the  best. 

Fugues  of  smoke  after  a  prelude  of  throat-clearing, 
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How  I  would  love  to  remove  his  disguise: 

to  gently  amputate  the  wire-rimmed  glasses, 

to  pluck  out,  painlessly,  every  nasty  hair  in  his 

beard, 

to  calmly  fling  off  the  presumptuous  moustache 

that  hid  the  pulse  beneath  his  nose. 

Then  I  would  remove  the  last,  great  disguise, 

Would  slide  the  jacket  off  his  back 

and  pluck  all  the  roses  from  his  shirt  to  reveal 

their  dark,  wiry  roots. 

Finally  he  stands  there  undisguised,  staring  vaguely  at  the  door 

as  I  leave  him,  drifting  out  of  the  room 

like  a  communion  wafer  floating  silently  through  space. 

Leslie  Wells 
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Melissa  Mason 


Kathy  King 
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Holofemes 

These  lamps  discover,  yet  do  still  abhor, 
Who  pressed  in  vain  Bethulia's  wall, 
Th'Assyrians'  ragged-shouldered  general, 
Hung  loosely  from  his  couch  onto  the  floor; 

The  sanguine  veil  does  part  with  ease  before 
The  skillful  hand:   inhuman  spectacle! 
Oh!   he  whose  lecherous  heat  would  rudely  fall 
Upon  the  widow's  thigh  this  armor  wore! 

The  jars,  the  wine,  the  tables  overthrown. 
Two  Hebrew  women  gain  Bethulia's  gate; 

While  still  the  hanging  armor  drains  alone. 
The  blade  of  dawn  reveals  th'Assyrian  fate: 

O  livid,  grisly  trunk  beside  the  bed, 

Queen  Judith  on  the  wall  displays  your  head! 

Roger  Scott 


La  Morte  m 'in vita 
A  tentare  la  sua  via. 
Implora  ch'io  abbandoni 
Le  illusioni  di  questa 
Terrestre  trapjjola  e  cerchi 
Qualche  verita  dentro  le 
Sue  porte  aperte. 

La  Vita  non  cede 
Alle  domande  che 
Perseguitano  questo 
Cercatore  le  risposte: 
Con  la  Natura  trama 
Per  confonder  la  mia 
Anima  pure  per  fare 
Delle  mie  passioni  una 
Nebbia  offuscata. 
Ridono  dei  miei  sforzi 
Deboli  di  riconciliar  la  mia 
Umanita  con  I'universo 
Questi  due  cospiratori 
Fintanto  che  la  sol'armonia 
Sembra  essere  il  mio  morto 
Cadavere  oscillante  da  un 
Ramo,  circolato  soltanto 
Da  un  venticello  fresco. 


Dimmi,  O  Morte,  che 
Succedera  quando  entrera 
In  quella  beatitudine  ignota 
Di  cielo  la  mia  essenza? 
Saranno  li  tutti  i  rimedi 
Che  possano  consolarmi? 

Non  voglio  sbagliare,  cosi 
Devo  esser  certo  che 
Tu  non  ti  prendi  gioco. 

Perche  non  mi  confidi  niente? 
Dice  che  c'e  ancora  speranza 
H  tuo  silenzio? 
In  che  cosa  si  puo  trovarla? 
Forse  in  perseveranza? 

Vedo  che  hai  chiuso  le  tue 

Porte  in  risposta  all'ultima  domanda. 

Bene.  Di  te  mi  fido. 

Arthur  Robey 
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Tamerlane 


/  will  break  the  back  of  the  earth,  he  intoned 
As  the  sun-blanched  wasteland  seized  his  voice 
And  hurled  the  atoms  of  intelligence 
Into  the  Babel 

Of  freezing  nescient  distance. 

Horsemen  strode  across  the  blistering  steppes, 
Sceptered  grinning  ghosts,  with  fire  and  blood, 
And  claimed  the  course  of  history 
With  jabbering  dagger  tongues. 

Here  in  the  seminal  home  of  desolation 
To  rise  from  the  dust,  to  revive  the  never-born, 
Senescan  despots  spawn  their  paladins 
In  fertile,  ferine  desperation. 

An  instant  of  greatness  rises  from  the  chalky  air 
And  flies  with  death  in  the  choking  wind 
Where  fluttering  eyes  lament  their  vision 
And  ashen  ponies  strain  against  the  wind. 

Thou,  mercurial  one,  cinnabar-eyed, 

You  ignore  your  own  death,  devil. 
His  sword  strikes  past  the  generations 

Of  crumbhng  useless  ancestors 
Into  the  flesh  of  time,  where  a  lucky  breath 
Distracts  forever  the  symmetry  of  conquest. 

I  hare  broken  the  back  of  the  earth,  he  cries. 
But  the  wind  from  Samarquand  dissolves 
The  infinities  of  spoken  words,  and  deposits  them 
Next  to  a  pony  skull,  in  a  sere  and  cracking  arroyo. 


From  the  Kurdish  of  Shalif  Aptip  Mandoks 

A.  S.  Braunstein  and  D.  Poravilnoja 
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Montine  Jordan 
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Jeanine  Hewitt 


Tara  (An  Ode  to  Better  Times) 


crystal  hopes  dampened 
by  time's  relentless  rainfall, 
magnolias  and  mint  julips  fall 
alongside  baby's  breath  and  Budweiser— 
tombstones  in  forgetfulness  are 
all  the  same  price,  and 
time  plays  no  favorites. 

yet  charisma  never  dies; 
it  leaves  its  calling  card 
for  the  discerning  passerby, 
the  wind  in  the  trees  revives 
the  long-quiet  of 
petty  petticoats,  satin  sHppers 
patter  once  more,  as 
squirrels  play  on  the  stairway. 

the  twinkle  of  sun  on  water 

captures  the  spark  of 

a  forgotten  flirting  smile; 

dandylions  mock  the  lingering  fragrance 

of  yellow  roses, 

a  silver  spider's  web— 

or  is  it  a  lace  handkerchief 

used  to  dry  crocodile  tears? 

night  mist  shrouds 

the  nocturnal  gatherings. 

moonlight  on  the  windowpanes 

like  nickering  candles, 

warm  and  real. 

shadows  of  leaves 

dance  on  walls,  like 

silhouettes  of  other  dancers, 

other  times  —  a  flutter  of  birds'  wings 

is  like  the  flounce  of  pretty  ringlets, 

tossed  in  pirouette  or  pout. 


(cont.) 
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mirages  of  wishful  thinking  ) 

as  past  is  superimposed  f 

on  present.  i 

reason  recoils  as  '< 

imagination  converts  I 
creaking  boards  to  harpsichords, 

bleakness  to  brilliance.  x 

a  scraping  limb?  or  spurs  on  wooden  floors?  ; 

trickling  rainfall?  or  tinkling  laughter?  j 

voices?  no,  only  a  | 

nightingale.  | 

Tutt  Stapp 


Feathers  to  Dust 

Thrice  touched  by  moonlight, 
a  fleeting  spectre-shape 

gleans  darkness  from  the  shadows 
of  a  windblown  pine. 
High  above,  terror  floats  on  silent  wings, 
Behold  the  death  plot. 

Hunger  snakes  through  the  hollow-boned  body. 
Panic  clutches  at  a  fast-drumming  heart. 

In  a  burst  of  speed,  a  scurried  dash  is  made 
for  the  sweet  gloom  of  an  age-old  warren. 
Silent  ghde,  swift  grasp,  burdened  flap. 
Bloodstained  talons  recall  hearts, 

drumming  the  anthem  of  defeat,  of  death. 
Feast  when  you  may, 

fast  when  you  must. 
Fur  goes  to  feathers, 
and  feathers 
to  dust. 

Penny  Firth 
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mirages  of  wishful  thinking  || 

as  past  is  superimposed  '^ 

on  present.  | 

reason  recoils  as  | 
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Feathers  to  Dust 

Thrice  touched  by  moonlight, 
a  fleeting  spectre-shape 

gleans  darkness  from  the  shadows 
of  a  windblown  pine. 
High  above,  terror  floats  on  silent  wings. 
Behold  the  death  plot. 

Hunger  snakes  through  the  hollow-boned  body. 
Panic  clutches  at  a  fast-drumming  heart. 

In  a  burst  of  speed,  a  scurried  dash  is  made 
for  the  sweet  gloom  of  an  age-old  warren. 
Silent  glide,  swift  grasp,  burdened  flap. 
Bloodstained  talons  recall  hearts, 

drumming  the  anthem  of  defeat,  of  death. 
Feast  when  you  may, 

fast  when  you  must. 
Fur  goes  to  feathers, 
and  feathers 
to  dust. 

.    Penny  Firth 
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Vanessa  Vance 


Susan  Smith 
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Where  are  ye  going? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
Why  are  ye  leaving? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

We  are  going 

to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 

We  are  leaving 

for  the  land  is  no  longer  ours. 

Why  is  the  land  no  longer  yours? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
Why  do  ye  leave  so  meekly? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

The  land  is  not  ours 
for  the  clans  are  broken. 
We  leave  meekly 
for  our  chiefs  bid  us  go. 

What  will  ye  do? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
How  will  ye  live? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

We  will  do 

what  we  must  to  survive. 

We  will  live 

as  best  we  can. 


What  will  ye  remember? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
What  will  ye  smell? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

We  will  remember 

the  green  of  the  glens. 

We  will  smell 

the  fragance  of  the  gorse  and  the  heather. 

What  will  ye  sing  of? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
What  will  ye  play  them  on? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

We  will  sing 

of  the  glory  of  the  highlands. 

We  will  play  them 

on  the  pipes  of  our  fathers. 

We  will  bide 

on  foreign  shores. 

We  will  dream 

of  our  homes  and  hearths. 

Where  are  ye  going? 
The  grey  gull  asked. 
Why  are  you  leaving? 
The  lee  wind  whispered. 

Mark  A.  Nicholson 
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Portrait  of  Baudelaire 's  Mistress,  1 86  2 
(35y2  X  441/2)  by  Edouard  Manet 


She  must  have  been  bored,  sitting  there 

in  that  big  hot  dress,  closeted  in  the  room 

only  a  slight  breeze  ruffled  the  gauzy  curtains 

that  she  held  back  from  flapping  in  her  face 

with  a  hand  that  was  too  big  for  the  short 

arms,  longer  than  her  head  and  the  other  hand 

holding  the  seashell  fan. 

Her  calf  emerges  from  her  hem;  one  line  does  for  both 

But  the  jaunty  black  beribboned  shoe  leads  a  hfe  of  its  own 

down  among  the  ruffles  at  the  foot  of  her  bed 

while  the  face,  a  sad  dark  coin,  is  impaled  upon  her  backbone 

stuck  there  interminably,  to  stare  out  at  centuries  of 

hollow-eyed  viewers 

Baudelaire's  mistress'  boredom  with  hfe 

is  thus  preserved  for  posterity. 

Leshe  Wells 


Love  Poem 


My  stomach  stings  me 
Uke  the  slap  of  sea  spray 
when  I  cry. 

I  feel  it  wrinkle 

like  my  father's  scowl 

across  the  salt 

and  pepper 

and  lettuce; 

the  oil 

and  vinegar 

and  tears. 


(I  say  I  love  you 
and  your  pride 
prepares  a  catapult 
and  you  escape  me- 
the  slap  of  words 
against  the  wall 
and  I  retreat.) 

He  will  make  a  man 

out  of  me; 

one  with  an  ulcer 

and  a  scowl, 

but  a  man,  nonetheless. 

(Daddy,  in  the  darkness,  do  you  cry  for  me?) 

Linda  Capaldi 
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Dawn  Fox 


Karen  Law  son 
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Catalogue  Queen 

Sears  Roebuck  is  her  Bible, 

Wards  her  adventure, 

Penny's  her  vision  in  life, 

Winning  Friends  and  Keeping  Them,  her  motive  for  learning; 

Read,  reread,  shredded 

Through  memorization  replete,  piling 

Butts,  wrappers,  and  burnt  torches,  to  rear  her  pyramids, 

Monuments  of  an  autistic  mind; 

Dropping  signatures  on  the  floor, 

That  has  a  sight  of  its  own; 

Walking  trance-like  fifteen  paces  to  an  alternate 

Throne,  her  kitchen  plastic  chair; 

A  consistent  peanut  butter 

Palace  with  Ritz  crumbs  left  without  hindsight 

For  a  furry  pseudo-vacuum  cleaner  to  suck  in 

With  an  ever  blissful  vigilance. 

PurbUndness,  her  one  close  fisted  love  in  Ufe, 
Endures  as  long  as  the  rest  of  rotation 
Might  mind  her  desire  to  elapse 
Without  compHcation  or  unrequired  drudgery. 
Some  minute  memory  in  a  chaotic  past; 
Soon  bored-crazy,  waiting  to  be  a 
Screen  star,  a  singer  or  the  first  lady 
President  to  articulate  the  country  of  Howard  Hughes; 
Strutting  fresh  clothes  across  living 
Planks  where  multitudes  can  behold  how  stunning 
She  looks  and  sincerely  should  be  hanging  on  the  Vine, 
Grabbing  ticket  orders  as  the  plane  lumbers  off, 
Into  a  doze  that  deadens  her  like  a  pill  jar; 
Color  ruling  where  and  how  she  might  wake  or  not 
Wake  in  an  endless  Sunday  Morning,  where 
Her  soul  would  faithfully  spring  to  a  purgatory 
Hall  for  people  that  never  rose  from  the  couch, 
Imagining  Penny's  models  nude, 
Fingering  pages  with  impatient  licks  of  her  tongue, 
Never  turning  the  talk  box  on,  only  by  imperative- 
Command,  a  coming  she  watches  with 
A  frown  and  after  two  minutes  boils.  Plastic! 
I  can't  adhere  to  those  plastic  people  now! 

(cont.) 
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She  wants  to  make  104; 

Her  looks  state  she's  25, 

Ripening  maturity  to  90  old  years, 

But  if  she  died  tomorrow  it  wouldn't  be  too  soon. 


S.  M.  Newman 


Night  Fear 


I  come  with  the  dusk 
And  go  with  the  dawn. 
The  night  hours  are  mine. 

You  know  me. 

1  pad  silently  behind  you 
As  you  walk  the  streets. 
Stalking  in  the  shadows. 

Or  slip  ahead  to  wait. 

Become  the  scratch 

On  the  window's  screen. 

The  rustle  at  your  bedroom's  door. 

Go,  rise  quick  and  look. 

I'll  slide  through  your  eyes 
And  live  in  your  head, 

I'll  own  you. 

And  you  know  I  don't  exist, 
That  I  am  nothing. 
Only  the  wind. 

Wailing  in  the  trees  at  dawn. 

Kyrie 
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Suzanne  Hedderly 
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The  Garden 


Mr.  Hoosier  comes  to  the  garden  every 
morning  at  eight  o'clock.  I  have  never 
gotten  up  when  he  was  not  either  there  or 
on  his  way,  just  as  I  have  never  waked  to 
find  my  parents  gone  or  to  find  silver 
leaves  on  the  trees  outside  my  window. 
Like  parents  and  trees,  Mr.  Hoosier  is  an 
unchanging  rule  in  my  perception  of  The 
Way  Things  Are,  in  whom  the  discovery 
of  an  inconsistancy  would  leave  me  lost 
and  bewildered. 

Most  of  the  villagers  call  him  by  his 
first-name;  but  to  us  he  is  always  Mr. 
Hoosier,  because  in  our  minds  he  and  the 
farm  are  one  and  the  same-something 
great  and  sohd  and  deserving  of  respect. 
I  often  wonder  if,  when  the  sun  goes 
down,  he  simply  disappears  into  the  farm, 
into  the  rich  brown  soil  he  furrows  each 
spring,  into  the  freshness  of  the  dew-drop- 
ped leaves  and  the  moist  and  heavy  green- 
ness of  the  creek,  diffusing  into  all  of  the 
elements  that  combine  in  him  and  around 
him  to  make  him  the  very  essence  of  Earth, 

He  walks  slowly  and  with  a  slight  stoop, 
in  the  attitude  of  one  who  has  shouldered 
many  bales  of  hay  and  troubles,  but  his 
stride  has  the  vitahty  and  natural  grace 
that  come  with  years  of  walking  on  rolhng 
ground.  His  lean  face  is  as  smooth  and 
brown  as  the  surface  of  an  acorn,  with 
beautiful  craggy  bones  which  reinforce  my 
thought  that  he  was  chiseled  from  the 
earth,  and  his  deep-set  eyes  twinkle  out 
to  greet  the  day  like  a  raindrop  on  a 
spider's  web  which  is  invisible  until  the 
sun  catches  it. 

I  would  see  him  every  day  all  summer, 
here  and  there,  constantly  busy  with  the 
workings  of  the  farm  which  are  such  a 
mystery  to  me~in  and  out  with  tractors 
and  wagons  and  mowers,  sowing,  reaping, 
sowing  again.  In  this  way  he  was  hke  a 
part  of  my  surroundings,  a  part  of  the 
land.  But  when  he  came  to  the  garden, 
he  was  on  my  level,  as  if  something  in 
nature  had  come  to  life  and  was  allowing 
me  to  catch  a  ghmpse  of  it  before  return- 
ing to  its  habitat. 

The  first  time  I  came  upon  him  in  the 
garden  was  hke  surprising  an  elf  or  a 
gnome  at  play  in  the  forest.  I  did  not 
even  see  him  until  I  was  right  beside  him. 


so  well  did  he  blend  with  his  surroundings. 
He  was  stooped  over  a  long  row  of  twisted, 
tortuous  beans,  examining  them  in  the 
manner  of  a  mother  inspecting  her  chil- 
dren before  sending  them  off  to  school. 
I  fancied  he  must  have  been  talking  to 
them,  although  I  had  heard  nothing. 

"Hello,"  I  said  hesitantly. 

He  turned  sharply  and  looked  about  as 
if  he  thought  one  of  the  cantaloupes  had 
spoken.  Then  he  saw  me,  his  smile  start- 
ing in  his  eyes  even  before  it  had  a  chance 
to  reach  his  mouth. 

"Well,  hello,  there,"  he  rustled  (for 
even  his  voice  had  the  quality  of  the  wind 
in  the  trees).      "Hot  enough  for  you?" 

"Yes,  sir.  But  it's  not  so  bad  in  the 
morning."  I  had  been  told  that  he  was 
hard  of  hearing,  but  somehow  it  seemed 
I  should  be  speaking  softly,  here  in  the 
garden. 

"No,  no,  it's  not.  Right  pleasant,  in 
fact." 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  garden  was 
right  in  my  front  yard,  I  felt  like  an  alien 
intruding  on  something  I  could  not  under- 
stand. I  thought  perhaps  if  he  knew  that 
I  loved  the  garden  too,  loved  the  damp- 
ness and  the  smells  of  green  and  brown 
and  the  soft  soil  under  my  bare  feet,  that 
maybe  he  would  not  look  at  me  as  a 
stranger. 

"I  imagine  the  plants  enjoy  having  this 
cool  spell  before  the  sun  gets  so  hot  on 
them." 

His  eyes  lit  up  merrily  with  both  agree- 
ment and  pleasure.  "Yes,  they  do,  yes, 
indeed! "  Then  a  cloud  of  concern  crossed 
his  face.  "The  sun  steams  the  water  right 
out.  Should  water  them  in  the  evening  so 
they  have  some  time  to  use  it.  Most 
people   don't   know  that." 

He  looked  fondly  at  the  long  rows  of 
potato  hills,  at  the  carrots  and  peppers  and 
cabbage,  and  the  beans  climbing  impos- 
sibly up  proud  stalks  of  corn,  and  his  eyes 
came  to  rest  on  the  tomato  plants.  He 
shook    his    head    and    laughed    happily. 

"Look  at  these  tomato  plants.  Big- 
gest ones  I've  seen.  This  one  here,  going 
to  produce  a  whole  bushel,  just  it  alone! 
Mighty  good  eating    .   .   .    tastes  hke  a 


81 


different  plant  from  those  you  buy  store- 
bought." 

The  plants  he  spoke  of  were  huge, 
spreading  creatures,  waist  high,  with  strong 
branches  which,  Uke  Mr.  Hoosier's  shoul- 
ders, looked  as  if  they  had  bent  slowly 
over  long  periods  of  carrying  heavy  weights 
proudly.  At  a  glance,  one  thought  that 
they  were  barren;  but,  upon  Ufting  first 
this  leaf,  then  that,  one  discovered  a  re- 
markable bounty  of  fruit:  tomatoes  large 
enough  to  fill  a  hand,  bursting  with  life, 
and  the  greenness  of  youth  in  painful, 
straining  numbers  that  made  the  branches 
cry  out  for  reUef,  in  voices  only  the  very 
young  and  the  very  old  can  hear.  They 
were  always  my  favorites.  Finding  the 
bright  spheres  of  color  hiding  in  the  fuzzy 
leaves  was  hke  a  glorious  hunt;  and  the 
smell  of  greenness  wrapped  around  me  hke 
a  soft  blanket.  I  knew  well  the  joys  of 
garden-grown  tomatoes,  from  other  sum- 
mers, as  we  always  found  mysterious 
sacks  on  our  front  porch,  squinched  at  the 
top,  containing  some  of  his  treasures  he 
had  chosen  to  share  with  us. 

"No,  they  certainly  don't  taste  the 
same.  I  guess  the  stores  can't  give  them 
the  attention  we  can.  I  love  to  eat  them 
right  out  of  the  garden,  without  anything 
done  to  them.  How  did  you  get  rhese  so 
beautiful?" 

He  was  fairly  bursting  with  enthusiasm 
now,  laughing  and  slapping  his  leg.  "Yes, 
indeedy  yes,  they're  best  right  out  of  the 
garden!"  He  spoke  confidentially  now. 
"The  trick-is  where  you  plant  them.  Yes! 
The  center  of  the  garden,  where  the  soil  is 
richest  and  they  get  plenty  of  sun.  Now 
the  cantaloupes,"  he  said  indulgently, "they 
hke  the  edge  of  the  garden  here ,  under  the 
trees.  Funny,  the  httle  things  they  hke~ 
just  hke  people  .  .  .  .  " 

"Mr.  Hoosier  ...  I  was  wondering. 
Do  you  think  I  could~or  is  it  too  late? 
1  just  wondered  if,  maybe~l  could  plant 
some  tomato  plants  too?" 

I  would  have  asked  for  a  whole  garden 
of  my  own  had  I  known  how  happy  it 
would  have  made  him.  He  smiled  from 
the  inside  out,  with  his  eyes  and  his  face 
and  even  his  hands-beautiful,  knotty 
hands,   chestnut   from   the    sun. 

"Why,  of  course  you  can!  I'll  plow  it 
up  for  you  tomorrow.     Just  as  much  as 
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you  hke!  Right  here,  beside  the  other 
tomatoes.  Yes,  indeed,  that'd  be  just 
fine!  Get  some  good,  healthy  plants,  now," 
-and  here  his  eyes  began  to  sparkle  gaily 
again-"and  we'll  plant  them  right  in  the 
middle!" 

I  left  him  there  in  the  garden,  still 
laughing  and  shaking  his  head,  and  wonder- 
ed how  anyone  could  be  so  good. 
*     *    * 

That  fall  the  house  we  had  been  renting 
was  sold,  and  with  it  most  of  the  farm. 
My  parents  moved  to  a  different  farm  in  a 
different  village;  I  went  away  to  boarding 
school.  These  changes  caused  no  major 
disruptions  in  our  lives,  because  my  pa- 
rents had  always  planned  to  move  when  I 
finished  school,  just  as  I  had  always  known 
that  when  I  turned  thirteen  I  would  have 
to  go  away  and  hve  among  strangers.  What 
no  one  seemed  to  reahze  was  that,  in 
selhng  the  heart  out  of  the  farm,  they  had 
sold  the  heart  out  of  Mr.  Hoosier  too. 

I  saw  him  just  before  we  moved.  He 
walked  more  slowly,  and  with  more  of  a 
stoop,  but  the  weight  of  his  troubles 
showed  most  clearly  in  his  eyes.  The 
mischievous  twinkle,  so  like  a  woodland 
elf's,  was  gone,  and  had  been  replaced  by 
a  far-away,  misty  look  which  I  didn't 
understand.  Suddenly  he  looked  like 
something  I  had  never  thought  of  him  as- 
an  old  man. 

He  stood  there  in  the  yard,  talking 
with  my  parents  about  property  lines  and 
surveyors  and  otherthings  that  didn't  inter- 
est me.  Finally,  he  just  shook  his  head 
with  that  faraway  look  and  said,  "I  just 
can't  see  why  they'd  sell  the  heart  out  of 
the  place."  And  then,  "I  sure  will  miss 
you  folks." 

I  suppose  he  wondered  later  why  I 
scurried  into  the  house  without  a  word, 
especially  since  I  didn't  see  him  again  to 
say  good-bye.  I  ran  up  to  my  room,  and 
out  of  my  window  I  watched  him  go  to 
the  garden  and  walk  up  and  down,  inspect- 
ing each  row,  pulling  up  a  weed  here  and 
there.  And  I  realized  that  what  I  would 
miss  about  our  farm  was  not  my  room, 
not  the  huge  sweet-smelling  barn  or  the 
creek,  but  liim-Mr.  Hoosier,  and  my  toma- 
to plants,  right  in  the  middle  of  the  garden. 

Tutt  Stapp 
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Am  Turme— (On  the  Tower) 

I  stand  on  the  tower,  on  balcony  high, 
Encircled  by  shrieking  starlings, 
And  with  abandon  let  the  storm-wind  fly, 
My  streaming  hair  ensnarhng; 

0  unfettered  companion,  extravagant  fop, 

1  would  lock  you  within  my  embrace. 

And  sinew  to  sinew,  two  steps  from  the  drop 
The  life  or  death  struggle  then  taste! 

And  below  on  the  beach,  brash 
As  playful  Great  Danes,  breakers  curling 
Tumble  'round  with  swish  and  splash 
And  glinting  foam-flakes  swirling. 

0  for  the  freedom  to  instantly  leap. 
In  the  midst  of  the  pack  to  race. 
And  through  the  coral  wood  to  seek 
The  walrus,  merry  prey  of  the  chase! 

And  over  there  a  pennon  waves. 
Impudent  as  standard  mighty. 
Up  and  down  the  Keel  heaves, 

1  watch  from  my  vantage  lofty; 

To  sit  in  the  fighting  ship,  what  bliss, 
To  grip  the  guiding  rudder. 
And  over  the  surging  reef  with  a  hiss 
To  skim  like  a  seagull  the  water. 

Were  I  a  hunter  on  the  field  free, 
Of  a  soldier  the  smallest  part  only. 
Had  I  the  fortune  a  mere  man  to  be. 
Then  would  the  heavens  uphold  me; 
But  now  I  must  sit,  so  serene  and  fine. 
Like  to  a  child  good  and  clever. 
And  may  but  in  secret  my  hair  unbind 
And  let  the  free  wind  into  revel. 


From  the  German  of  Annette  von  Droste/iulshoff 
Amee  Carmines 
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Music  Box 


Melodic  little  lullaby 

coming  from  an  open  music  box. 

I  listen  to  the  tinkling, 

watching  the  pink  and  frilly 

ballerina 

going  round  and  round  and  round 

arms  forever  in  the  air 

never  tiring,  never  stumbling 
always  smiling— 

until  she  falls 

lowered  into  the  dark 
of  the  closed  music  box 
no  music,  no  dancing, 
as  silent  as  a 

tomb. 


Linda  Constantine 


O  Soulful  Heart 


O  soulful  heart!  beat  drum  chants  on 

The  wings  of  fleeting  night; 

The  peals  of  rampant  pounding  will 

Be  quelled  by  morning  light. 

But  now,  when  ancient  echoes  fly 

By  shafts  of  blue-white  beams. 

Beat  drums!  Beat  drums!  on  hollow  logs 

With  foxfire  in  their  seams. 

Lo,  send  a  pure  angelic  form 

To  capture  all  lost  cries. 

Let  morningstars  hold  anguish  fast, 

And  let  the  life  star  rise. 

And  if  on  some  brisk,  leafless  day 

A  muffled  chant  is  heard. 

Let  winds  swoop  low  and  swallow  that, 

Like  berries  by  a  bird. 

Debbie  Dawson 
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Celia  Morrison 


La  Belle  Dame  Sans  Merci 


Desire  fata  deum  flecti  sperare. 

Aeneid  VI.  376 


fewelled-eyed  and  ivory  fingered  but 
t  was  her  nose  his  attention  caught. 
AWe  J.  was  a  waiting  maid,  a  virgin, 

;low  to  respond  to  touch  (save  to  push  away), 
royness,  the  virtuous  vice,  she  learnt 
jetween  juUps,  church  and  daiquiris, 

without  effort  employed  -  much  less 
:hought.  SUm-figured,  she  stepped,  rapid  and 
imooth,  setting  alluring  traps  for  a  diamond  or 

silver  spoons  and  bouquets  of  flowers,  sweet- 
jmelling,  grown  indoors.  Innocent,  when 
convenient,  always  dressed  to  pinch,  ready 

with  laugh  and  talk,  however  superfluous, 
and  cocked  Giacometti  chin  bearing 
the  proper  hairs  and  beauty  marks. 


The  trees  were  yet  not  afraid 

and  the  wizened  asters  of  late  September 

were  just  beginning  to  dry  and  fade. 


Monsieur  was  something  of  Pythagoras 
(thought  at  least  by  her),  something  of 
a  philosopher,  somewhat  a  mathematician, 

and  though  lacking  that  manly  beauty, 
he  had  the  long  hair  and  the  legends: 
brave  stories,  bundled  tight  with  lies, 


smouldering  with  love  and  lust.  There 
were  times  she  thought  him  Tages, 
when  she  ploughed  him  up. 

Stay  the  way 
you  were  my  year  of 
sadness. 

Ever  soft,  gentle  and  low,  she 

had  Cordelia's  gift,  though  she  would 

never  know  his  ears  perked  at  attention 

to  her  utter,  mysterious  and  soft. 
There  were  times  too  she  thought  him 
a  gentle  bard  and  bastard.  He  was 

soi-disant  and  a  soft  fire:  thirsty 
for  the  sweet  malt:  ready  and  armed 
with  cupped  hands,  fingers  steady. 

Soft  that  ivory:  Bless  you,  gods, 

bless  you.    Read  Shaw  and  dreamt  PygmaUon, 

thrice  My  Fair  Lady  he  did  see.  Yes, 

he  thought  her  soft.  Umbered  up  his 
hands,  studied  surgery,  and  prayed. 
Now  under  skies  painted  Parrish  blue, 

in  a  crimson  coal  of  memory:  We  went 
for  walks  through  a  field  whose  edge  had 
an  oak  and  an  ash;  tradition  I  remembered: 

If  the  oak  leaves  before  the  ash,  we  may 
expect  a  fine  productive  year.   He  prayed 
the  oaks  at  night  —  Gasp  —  was 
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greeted  by  Gabriel: 

Heaven  cannot  support  two  suns 
nor  a  woman  two  hearts. 

Monsieur  was  not  Alexander  and  left 
the  beauty  of  the  sunrise  to  another. 
By  midday  the  other  had  lost  the  early 

glow.  Monsieur  was  warm,  but  careful. 
At  times  I  think  she  resented  me  because 
I  had  visited  the  Corycian  Nymphs  in  the 

Cave.   Impossible.   She  knew  nothing  but 
discounted  rumor,  nothing  of  the  myth, 
and  nothing  of  the  poem  Monsieur  wrote: 

A  textplorer  I  was  kidded  as  being 

but  when  I  explained  to  your  friend  Foz 

the  caves      wondrous  and  various  I 

had  entered      she  was  impressed  by 

the  danger  and  the  Wizard  of  Oz- 

ness  described      though  she  wasn't  seeing 

the  analogy  when  I  mentioned  the 
failures  of  romance      no      she  thought 
I  was  incoherent       my  mind  a  ship 

without  a  rudder      and  I  mentioned  the  lip 
of  the  cave       Foz  smiled  and  bought 
the  beauty  of  the  initial  stalagtite       be 

that  as  It  may      it  was  sharp 
and  wicked  my  humor      eleven 
caves  I  told  her  first  time  of  each 

for  me  what  a  lie  (Eliot's  beach 
madness)  when  she  dies  to  heaven 
she'll  sing  and  finger  a  harp. 


How  he  prayed  the  oak  of  Mt.  Parnassus  — 

more  than  the  oak  of  any  mount.   For 

a  hundred  pounds  of  flesh  he  wrote  her  poems.   She 


said  she  smelled  the  lamp;  a  la  lanterne! 
Later,  when  the  oak  and  ash  had  leaved,  flared, 
flamed  and  fallen  they  sat  high  on  a  mountain, 

he  told  fables  as  snow  fell  into  her  short- 
cropped  hair,  pitch-tinted.  A  Uttle  bit  of  fluff 
she  was  and  thought  there  were  none 

poor  but  whom  God  hates.  Ah,  little  Dear, 
what  do  you  know  of  hating?  She  smiled 
and  the  fluffs  of  snow  melted  at  his  tongue. 


You  can  kiss  me  -  they  can  't  see  us,  My 
Incomparable  Columbine.   He  wore  tight- 
fitting  dress  and  mask  and  found  it  easy 

to  ask  for  kisses,  soft  and  wet.  /  will 
trick  the  Clown  if  you  love  him.   And 
so.  Harlequin  laught  and  starved. 

They  were  nervous  about  their  beginnings: 
high  notes  vibrating  in  the  emotional  wind, 
cHpping  with  teeth  the  tips  of  nails 

so  that  with  time  they  bled. 

It  was  sore  their  first  touchings  — 

eventually  perhaps  soon  they  healed; 

first  noticed  on  Good  Friday     in  a  walk 
(having  swung  high  at  the  adjacent  school) 
to  and  through  a  Civil  War  cemetary 

perched  high  on  a  hill     ancient  and  asleep 
they  stretched  long  to  a  dusking  sky 
coupling  in  a  tremble 

coming  twitching-close  to  making  love 
there  on  a  mat  of  grass  green  with  spring 
with  bottoms  naked  to  roving-eyed  stars. 

Love  she  would  have  shown  him  but 

for  fear  of  accusations  by  peers  and  elders, 

so  counter  in  their  wish  and  want. 
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Tom  Taylor 


lat  a  sweet  contradiction  their  symbol,  the  rose: 
was  to  remind  them  of  Cupid  to  whom 
.rpocrates  a  rose  gave  to  silence 

trayal  of  the  amours  of  Venus.   Surely 

;  Amaryllis  would  have  never  done. 

e  pink  rose,  the  wild,  four  tender  petals, 

ick  to  burst  and  quick  to  fade  away. 
le  pink  of  perfection  to  poke  the  pink 
courtesy  —  savage  was  the  plan,  so  crude. 

—  how  Harlequin  starved,  longing  a  roadhouse 
;it  but  she  was  afraid  (again)  that  bedding 
)uld  be  un  mauvais  quart  d'heure.    She 

re  the  woman's  reason.  He  teased 

r  playfully:  -there 's  many  a  sip 

>ixt  the  cup  and  the  lip-.   Eventually 

)nsieur  chmbed  out  of  his  tub,  tainted, 
I  and  battered,  but  not  to  give  up  — 
was  a  Saint  when  it  came  to  trying: 

You  are  called 

plain  J. 
And  bonny  J.,  and 

sometimes 

J.  the  curst. 

akespeare  changed  his  work  for  Monsieur, 

htfully.   It  was  time  to  poke  the  rose  but 

;  loved  marybuds,  tantalizing  marigolds. 

Died,  yellow  had  her:  while  the  amber,  the  gold, 


the  sear  of  a  hawk  reminded  him  of  everlasting 
lover  nevercoming,  to  her  was  it  jealousy? 

inconsistency? 
adultery?  or  heresy  and  treason'?   or  was 

it  really  gold'!*  She  chose  the  flower  of  her 
destiny  and  knew  less  the  folly  of  her  fate. 
So  there  were  times  he  thought  he'd  rather 

die  miserably  than  happily:  happy,  he'd  not 
want  to  die  -  (at  least,  so  did  he  chuckle 
to  himself,  walking  in  a  sway  to  Palchelbel.) 


A  mind  full  of  ancient  poets  at  her  song. 

erect  ears  and  erased  eyes  he  had. 

O  lovely-tongued.  -throated  Sirens  -  prepare 

a  dish!   this  adored  body  of  pearls  bound 

in  Uly  petals  (sulk)  has  missed  the  point 

of  fasting  even.   Cursed,  this  puppy-eyed  love. 

Hawthorn  crowned  he  longed  to  see  her. 
waiting  and  wanting.  How  he  conned 
the  girls  to  love  him.  Nay.  O  gather 

rosebuds  she  did  with  daytime  marybuds. 
How  he  wanted,  o  how  he  wanted  but 
all  she  did  was  up  and  coquet  away. 
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Song  to  a  Sad  Soul 


You  think  you  are  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  O  yes 

and  a  snowdrop  in  the  snow,  colorful 

and  emitting  the  smell  of  violets,  sweet, 

and  all  the  children  that  be-come  you,  you  bless.  » 

You  think  yourself  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  O  yes  ^ 

and  a  star  in  the  darkest  night,  twinkling  ^ 
and  leading  sailors  long  lost  at  sea  home,                                               ''        i 

and  all  who  guess  you  need  to  second-guess.  ^ 

Yet  you  know  nothing  of  love,  not  with  your  small  ration:  *< 

if  you  do  not  seek  and  search  poetry,  i 
if  you  do  not  move  in  the  motion  of  music, 

what  can  you  feel  and  know  of  this  far  greater  passion,  j 

■1 

in  comparison  with  which  the  rose  is  crude  and  under  ) 
and  the  perfume  of  wild  yellow  violets  a  clap  of  thunder? 


Having  Seen  the  Widow  of  a  Friend 

Her  husband  had  died  months  earlier,  of  cancer; 

shriveled  and  hairless,  he  was  beyond  recognition, 

I  had  prayed  for  him  at  the  end 

probably  to  httle  good, 

excepting  the  purge  notion  of  my  own  soul. 

In  a  flower  dress,  powdered  and  perfumed, 
she  seemed  as  wilted  as  a  summered  flower. 
Her  hair  kept  light  leather  brown 
though  it  grayed  years  before. 
I  had  nothing  to  say  of  consequence  or  tact. 

Her  spirits  floated  close  to  the  ground, 
seeming  a  dense  fog  fading  with  an  aging  day. 
We  spoke  nothing  of  how  she  fared 
though  both  begged  the  answer. 
We  parted  lightly  as  though  a  casual  greeting. 
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Song  to  a  Sad  Soul 


You  think  you  are  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  O  yes 

and  a  snowdrop  in  the  snow,  colorful 

and  emitting  the  smell  of  violets,  sweet, 

and  all  the  children  that  be-come  you,  you  bless. 

You  think  yourself  Dulcinea  del  Toboso,  O  yes 
and  a  star  in  the  darkest  night,  twinkling 
and  leading  sailors  long  lost  at  sea  home, 
and  all  who  guess  you  need  to  second-guess. 

Yet  you  know  nothing  of  love,  not  with  your  small  ration: 

if  you  do  not  seek  and  search  poetry, 

if  you  do  not  move  in  the  motion  of  music, 

what  can  you  feel  and  know  of  this  far  greater  passion, 

in  comparison  with  which  the  rose  is  crude  and  under 
and  the  perfume  of  wild  yellow  violets  a  clap  of  thunder? 


Having  Seen  the  Widow  of  a  Friend 


i 


i 

Her  husband  had  died  months  earlier,  of  cancer;  ' 

shriveled  and  hairless,  he  was  beyond  recognition.  | 

I  had  prayed  for  him  at  the  end  l 

probably  to  httle  good,  i 

excepting  the  purge  notion  of  my  own  soul.  I 

i 

In  a  flower  dress,  powdered  and  perfumed,  j 

she  seemed  as  wilted  as  a  summered  flower.  \\ 

Her  hair  kept  light  leather  brown  ^ 

though  it  grayed  years  before.  'i 

1  had  nothing  to  say  of  consequence  or  tact.  ] 

Her  spirits  floated  close  to  the  ground, 

seeming  a  dense  fog  fading  with  an  aging  day.  i 

We  spoke  nothing  of  how  she  fared  - 

though  both  begged  the  answer.  ■ 
We  parted  lightly  as  though  a  casual  greeting. 
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